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TO . 

Mrs. si D D O N S. 

DBAR MADAM> 

DEDICATIONS pafs, in^eneral, for 
mere flatterieaj — ^I, therefor^ did not in- 
tend any : but, now I am come to the moment 
of publication^ my heart tells me fo irrefiftibly 
to offer my work to you, tliat I muft obey its 
diftates i for not only through your means it is, • 
that this Tragedy is now before the public j 
but, having procur'd me the intimacy of your 
brodter, you enabled me to profit by his very re- 
iined taftc, and perfeft knowledge of the drama. 
Would there were fome .language facred to fin- 
cerity, in wtuch I might exprefs, without a fulpi- 
cion of compliment, the true fenfe I have of 
your perfections ! — but there is none. Thus 
much, however, I muft lay, — your talents were 
•A 9 in 
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in my view, while I compofed the poem, which 
1 here lay before my country ; to draw a cha- 
racter worthy of you was my ambition ; and^ if 
I have fucceeded, I am fully fadsfied. 

I have only to add the wifh, that, united in 
future fame, as in prefent friendfliip, my name 
may defcoid yikh. yours to pofterity. '- - 



I have the honour to bcj 

. D£AR. MADAM, 



Your moft obedient fcrvant. 



BERTIE GREATHEEI>. 



PRO- 



jNGoot^lc 



t » 1 

PROLOGUE, 

WrittCR by the Rev. .Mx. WILLIAMS. 
SjMkca bj Mk. W.ROUGHTOH. 

*y*0 XJR tors, cteufimCi late ta Grecian \jte^ 

To Spartan virttUf and ta patrhtfirt^ 
Semt ibtmge ^Inftrument may nnv appravti 
Keui mtdulatiata may nno pa^ms move : ■ 
^nd hire's ajl^mger, now behind thejietitf 
fyhe plays upon the SpajiUh mandt^n : 
A Spaiujb tale htfmgs^ ofgtthU ages. 
Stub at you'd hunt for inhlatk Utter pages- 
He's quite prepared. — Tf^eSt Jhall I call him in ? 
Shall hijlrike up f—Sut hold^tre we hegin^ 
'Tisfitjfe will BUT pifttm and bit/ears, 
7%at I b'ej^eak kind beartt, and patient ears. 
Je»i ladxes^prfty wh^t eyisfi jft a^trfUui 
With pity's tribute to another's woe 
Onte mire in tears. Hie thofe vibjsb angels weep. 
Our author htpes tbefe lovely cheeks tojieep. 

S^fl grave and potent trilh^^ profeJJioHy 
Who claim Parnaffus for your own pojfejfton ; 
HIjBj lords o' tb* manor, holding here yiur eeurtj 
Grant, or ref^fe, youn licences to /part ; 
Mojl fapient doiiors ofth' Athenian fchool, 
Who laugh hy precedent-, and weep by rule ; 
Eldflic youths, well-girth' d above the hips, 
IVbo hear the fad words ifjiiing from our lips, , 

With eyes dtvoutly lifted to the flips; 
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Oby yau fbet eraud aiavft artund, hetuatbf 
To pick a quarrel, w ta ptti — yaur ttitb ; 
Ob^ jttUj wit hither ftmt, ifaoffome* . 
7tf pick upfimething werlh yaur taking hemt ; 
Civt ear f—^ntbi^ t vsHhfaUmn truth in^rt ' 
What mmh interks yittr judgwuuty and aur art, 

tvt favndj—^and where Ifiund it there may yau^^ 
Alow ta judge tj^ JimpJet flainy and true* , 

In NalUr^t ancient cBde-~thapterf The Ht(irt^ 
Gffe^m, Sp^athj— the farmer part-'-^ 
•T7f written thui-^*^ Myau whafeek ihejiagey. 
^ Taur mndt ta model, ef yaur tares a£uage^ 
** Start not around with imitative gaze^ , 
•• Ta tatch the cenfure, er ta meek thepraifii 
*^ Jfyau're dijplea^dyfirft aji yaurfehes this qneJiUn-*^ 
*' Am I quite free from Jpleen and ifidigefiisit f 
« If chanee yau\e fleas' i, then lift not up yaur beadf 
"■Ta thi«i~^f Sa^heeJes xueu'd thut ba;iufaid* 
*^ Shall Stphacles^ er any ether Seph^ 
« Shall fage Langihus'y hidyau ay^Off", afft 
" Tn^ yaur vtan hearts j ta their free pu^e apptali 
** Claim liberty in fes^e^ and dare tafeel. 

" irt wha will cenfure, er let whs will wrtte^ 
" Nature and Nmehy muflJliU delight j 
*^ Thraughaut the drama^ tbeny be this yaur a» ; •••■ 
** Ifwtfi^dy 'tis nature i ifjitrpriz^d^ 'tit new* 
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Perfons reprefented. 



MANUEL, die KiGtNT, Mr, KEMBLE. 
ANSALDO, Mr. BARRYMORE. 

CARLOS, Mafter GREGSON. 

GOMEZ, Mr. WROUGHTON. 

SOLERNO, Mr. AICKIN. 

GERBIN, Mr. PACKER, 

DIEGO, Mr. BATES. 

PEDRO, Mr. BENSON, 

SERVANT, Mr. WILSON. 

BANDITTI, fMr. PHILIMORE. 
JMt. CHAPLIN, 

DIANORA, Mr«. SIDDONS, 

PAULA, Mrs. WARD. 

GeNtlemen, Ladies, Soldiers, Anendants. 

SCENE, A CtJIU in Ih, Prmkri ff Catalmui^ 
in Spain, 
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SCENE 1. 
A Platform hfore the Cajle Gates, 

- Enter G^rsin and DtEGa. 

GeR BI N. 

Y, Diego, Diego ! 'twas time thou IhouWfl: return: 
, if the milbciieving dogs of Murcia had kepttliM 
another year, thou wouldll have feen me ns more } ttis 
, Penitents will foon carry old Gefbiii to his grave. 
Diego. 
What makes you fo melancholy, fether ? What's Af 
natter? You look well, 

G E R B 1 w. ^ 
I don't look well. Ay, I've feen the day, when not a, 
van in Spain was better at the 'Caftanets than I. — But 
^ow (hould I be gay, when I've not a fleece but wouI<t 
ihamc mc at the worft fair, here, in Catalonia! Thou 
llfDoweft, I'had as flnea flock as any in Old CaAik. 
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DlECO. 

How happens that ? What, have you had bad luck ? 

G E R B 1 N.. 

Ruin'd, why, look you, ruin'U, evry man of us, 

fince the lofs of our duke. Ah! good An&ldo!^— 
there are no more like him to be found. 
Diego. 

Ay ! — how came that to pafs ? I never heard — 

■ G E R B I K. 

Doft not know that ? I thought it was the even- 
ing tale of ev'ry houfewife in the land. Well, I'll tell 
thee. Some three years ago, poor man ! he went with 
his Ibn, our young Prince Carlos, to vifit his uncle, 
leaving this Manuel Regent in his room. 

DlEGO. 

Manue! ? Who's he ? 

G E R B 1 K. 

His father's name, I think, was Gradenze ; a grandee 

in the court of what's his name ? — the king of Ar- 

ragon ; he thai took Valentia from the Moors. 

DiECD. 

. Giacomo? 

. G E R B I N. '^ 

The fams, the fame. In fomc civil broil G'adenze 
.Ictft his head; and fo would Manuel, if he had not got 
away, 

Diego. 
He's then a banilh'd man ? 

Gerbin. 

■ Baniih'd ! ay, I warrant : he came here as bare as 

■ thcfe palms ; but our lord, who was as good a ford as ever 

liv'd, — St. Laurence reft his foul I— made him paria4,e 

„ . .. ■ of 
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of aJI he had, only b«caule he ha<I Icnown him In fbme 
war. 

Diego. 
Done like a foWicr. 

■ G E R B I N. 
So, I fay, the duke let off for Leon with our young 

princ^ 

Diego. 
An4 he never came back ? 

G B R B I H, 

No — no, never — never came again ! He left us, as you 
may fay, like the old year, never to return. There he 
went— I could well nigh fwear I fee him now, and a 
hedge of fubjefls on each fide — there he rode, on & 
p^ifrey of my own breed, and fmil'd, and nodded, as he 
went J fo, when he came to me, I faid, " Heaven preferve 
" your grace !"— to which (juotfi he, *' Farewel, ©td Ger- 
." bin !"— Yes, he fpokc to me : O lack ! O lack ! I little 
Ihought never to heaj, nor fee, him any more. " Fare- 
*' wel," he faid, " old Gerbin !" 
Diego. 
■ Come, father, don't cry fo. How fares it with your 
;<jBeighbour Baptifta? 

Gerbin. , 
No, no, I like to talk about him. I knew that evil 
would befal ; for — hark'ce, Di^o — the very night he 
went, I dreamt a dream : and, fure enough, the king of 
Arragon fcized him, as he pafs'd his eftates, and vowed 
it (hould coli him his life, if he did not give up Manuel : 
but he would not. 

Diego. 
There's noble ! There's the point of honour for you ! 
Bi Gjeebik. 



■, Google 



4 THE REGENT: 

Gerbik. 
, In fine, he got his liberty ; and, about a twelvemonth 
ago, left Alphonfo, to return — then was the whole coun- 
try full of rejoicings — but it was ordered odierwlfc — 
fweetfoul! — it was ordered other wife — He was murdered. 
Oh, what a f?d imtimely end! Why didn't I die then ! 
Sinner that I am ! It had been better to have died, than 
fee this mlferable old age. O, well-a»day, that I 
fliould live to this ! 

Diego. 
Cheerly, good ^ther. See, the princefs is coming. 
Here, take my arm. Ixt's go homej and comfort us. 
SO} fo. 

G E R B I N. ' 
»* FareweI,"'quoth he, " firewel !" 

lExtunti 

Enter Diakora and Paula. 
Paula. 
Fair Dianora, yield not thus to grief. 
Though all around thee feems anew to (mile. 
And ev'ry grov» fljakes off its fnowy veil, 
The. wintry hand of woe ftili gripes thy heart : 
Why (houldft not thou, like nature, ceafe to mourn ? 

Dl ANOR A. 

Bccaufe ihe day-Jlar of my peace is gone, 
Quench'd rn the oceans of unbounded night : 
Cure me «f thought, then hope to eafc my pain ; 
Slot msmoryj for there, enthron'd on grief, 
Anfaldo fits fublime in endiefe empire. 
Ah me ! not even death can bear me to him ; 
His foul amidH the many-manTion'd blifs 
Has fix'd its feat, where I may never climb. 

Paula.' 
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Paula. 
Di^l fuch libouglits, and reft your mind on Carlos. 
Tbe prince returns : — docs that afford ho comfort I 

blAKORA. 
Comfort! Ojoy! It joys my very heart. 
If peace and I may meet, 'tis that unites us. 
Manuel is good, he' feeks to footh^ my forrows, 
And therefore counfels what he knows will cheer. 
Carlos, indeed, is happy to pofTefs 
A fecond &ther in his father's friend. 
But fee your hufband. 

Muter S o L E R H o. 

Welcome, good Solemo s 
Come you from Manuel i 

SOLBRNO. 

Even now 1 left him. 

Seeking his brother Gomez in all hafie. 

D I A N O R A. 

'Tis kind. He was the perfoo of our choice 
Hither from Leon to attend the prince, 

S o L E R K o. 
Bring home the prince? Now Heav'nforbid he fliotild ! 

D I ANOR A. 

Wherefore, I pray^ thefe marks of perturbation ? > 

Becomes it thee to fadden at my blils? 

SOLER NO. 

Doubt not my faith, nw doubt my fteady zeal. 
Think you that I, grown white within thefe walk, , 
Can ceafe to love the (Spring of my lord i 
No, no ; I look on Carlos as a fon. 

Dl ANOR A. 

Why fhould he not return to ble& me i 

Pavla. 
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Paula. 

Say. 

S O L E R N O. 

Becaiife his youth ddnies him yet to govern. 
You know me, gracious miftrefsj frank and plain; 
Jafticc my caufe, I mind not to offend. 
My lord would hy, " Thou art (o blunt, Solerno, 
« That half I fear thee." Thus he fpate m jeft. 
But he forgave me ; for he found me true. 
Hither to fend for Carlos ts not well. 

D 1 A N o R A. 

Yoa fear his fubje^s love, and mother's fondncfs : 
But, is Ihe cherilh'd ftag of our demefne 
Lefs royal, or lefs generous in his oatuie, 
Lifts he his antlers lefs aloft in air. 
Than his wUd brother of Morena's fhades. 
Who never knew the faft'ring hand of man ?— - 
And will not Manuel form my boy to greatnefs ? 

S O L E R N o. 
Manuel Is young ; truft not too much in Manuel : 
He may be venom'd^ as the painted Ihake, 
Wluch hides deep pcrifon under gilded fcales — 
III would he rule the duke, who loves the dukedom. 

D I A N o R A. 
Who loves the dukedom ! — 

Sole RNo. 

Lady, 'twas my word. 

Dl ANOR A. 

Solerno, he, you fpcak of, is the friend 

My lord held dear, the partner of his bofom. 

. SOLERN*. 

Therefore myfoul abhors him. 
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DiANORA. 

Peace, old man. 
Paula. 
What is it, dear my huiband, da diAurbs you? 

DiAHO R A, 

Say why thine aged limbs arc flialcen thus 
With paJQon, unbeiitting'tbore white hairs ? 

S O L E K N o. 
O Dianora ! ftrongly I fofpefl:, 
But for this cherllh'd man, this friend, this fugidn^ 
We Ihould not now deplore the beft of priiicet. 

Dianora. 
Speak, I command thee. 

Sol EK HO. 

He's a villain certain % 
Endures not folltude ; is ever rel^Iefs : 
Nay, even 'mid the revelry of waflail, 
Sometimes black melancholy feizes on hifn* 
And then flares he into the vacant air, 
Glaring aroiind with epilepfied eye j 
After awhile, as roufing from a drfatp. 
Though no one I^ke, he cries, " Forgive me, Sir } 
" I mark'd you not — Now let's be merry, friends." 
And thus he ftrives to quell his troublous thoughts, 
Which, ever and anon up boiling, plague him. 

Dianora. 
Is this the caiife, then, and is this the ground. 
Whereon thofe black, and murd'rous, doubts are built ? 
Learn, ancient Sir, though late', a noble mind. 
Like the great fea, fwells at each tranTient touch 
Of, Heaven's breath, and, as it freer rolls, 
The 'more difplays its depth, and power, and grandeur.' 
Slander 
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Slander becomes not ftge ; and &ccufation, 
ITnlcfs well founded, favours much of malice. 

Sol ERNo, 
Lift ; nor repay my honefty with frowns.— 
Thou know'ft the aFmair of my poor toft lord, 

Paula. 
That, brown widi gore, through which the Moorifli Jpear 
Yet ftands infix'd. 

SOLERNO. 

The fame : 'neath Murcla's walls. 
Saving the Regent's life, he took that wound. 

X> 1 A N o R A. 
I know it well. 

Sox BR HO. 
Conceal'd the trophy lay. 
To rpare thy breaft a pang j— but late I order^i^ 
It (hould be plac'd with the other warlike fpcHls, 
That grace die gallery. 

D I AH on A. 

Well, iriiat enfued f 

S O L E X N O. 

One ftormy evening, w^ich expir'd in tears, 
I faw Don Manuel pacing to and fr<^ 
There, where Anfaldo's iron effigy 
Gleams 'mid the chivalry of anceftors. 
The rattling cafements ftream'd with heavy drtipSj 
And hollow blafts, hurtling through peaked vaults, 
RcbelloW'd down the gloomy paflages. 
Making the doors to groan of this old manfiotu 
In hafte he went,-aiid fcem'd to be diftufb'd. 
More than the cletjlents difi]uiec leem'd. 
While I, u'nleen, ftood watching his demeanour, 
'Bis eyes upon the vacant ftatue felli 

Appal'd 
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Appal'd he ftartcd bade, with either hand 

Shielding his bee, as though xgboft had croft'd bim !~ 

Then onthe figure gaz^'d, with folded arms, 

And forehead all convuls'd, and quiv'ring, lip. 

Long having ftood abforb'd In thought profound. 

He fmote his bro^and earoelll}' exclaim'd, 

" O ! deed accurft —would it had ne'er been done !'* 

More words, perchance, had burft from his dark mind. 

But, hearing fomewhat Hir, he pry'd around, 

And, much alarm'd, flunk back to his apartment. 

DiANOB A. 

Aiid, Should not I have fmitten too my brow f 
And, fliouJd not I have curs'd the bloody deed, 
As well as he ? Solerno, thou doiV warp 
To fbuLeft form the totens of pure friendlhip ; 
And, but I {till have honour'd thee, and do 
Revere thine age, I fliould not calmly hear 
So true a knigh^ fo brave a gentleman,, 
Unworthily and bafcly ftigmatiz'd. 
I pray no more of iC. — The Regent corner . 

[Exeunt Solerno and Paula* 

Enter Manuel. 

Ma nu e l. • ■ , , 

All health attend my princefs \ 

D I A N o a A. 

Thanks, my lord j 
You are right welcome : I have overftaid 
My wonted hour, that to your lunds I mi^ht 
Commit the promis'd letter. Here it is i 
And think, O ! think, the anfwer i$ my child ; 
Confider, Sir, th' impatience of a motber 
For a Uft Ton admits not c^ detay. 

C MANtrst. 
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Manuel. 
Within an hour my bother Ihall depart, 

D I A K o R A. 
Gomez will watch my boy with tendemefs ? 

Manuel. 
N«t more the featherM tribe dielr AiHow young 

Enter S e R r A N T. 
Servant. 
Gsmez attends you prefcntly. 

D I A N o R A. 

Farewel ; 
And miy all fpeed,and Heav'n's ^Kcial favour, 
Profpcr ou/ embafly with feireft fortune !— 

[£x//DlANORAr 

M A K u a I. 
Is this the happinefs fo dearly boughty 
Purchas'd by murder, ratify'd in gore ? 
Anfaldo's form by night, by day, purfucs me; 
His fingte name rings dreadful in mine ear. 
Knots all my flefti, and brilllcs ev'ry hair— 
'Tis beyond bearing— oh !— Hcnoc, conlcience, hence! 
My crime is paft — and, if there ftiall be judgment 
Will damn me certain ; — then, be this my heav'n.^ 
But who, lynx-cy'd) has pecr'd beyond the grave, 
And view'd that phoenix Immortality? 
No— all may crumble in fepulchral night; 
And then have I the better of the game. 
■ Doft thou cxift, or, is thy being null, 
Thou, whom I fcnt to learn thofe myfterics? 
If diau art blefled, I Ihall be a demon ; 
Therefore I hope thine eflence is no more- 
Soft, foft — my brother comes— 

I Enttr 
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Exter Gomez. 
Gomez, my Mend,— 

Gomez. 

.What wouldft thou with me ? &y. 

Manuel. 
The woes, we've brought upon this ancient houle, 
Wei^ heavy on me, bear me down with ladncfs. 

Gomez. 
Ah ! there thou flrik'ft a poignard to my heart. 
I>ee];>-vexing tcmpcfls have I often feen> 
Full oft the brine has waffa'd my fleep away. 
And brufh'd my pinnace ^ainft beaked roclcs ; 
But billows now of wild remorfc alTail me, 
Cotnpar'd (o uUch, the raging fea is calm. 
My love for thee is author of this ill. 

Manu el. 
It much repents me too that you have flain hiIl^ 
Ye^ there wu cauic ; 'twas treacherous to betray me ; 
But good for evil is the meet return. 
Yes, I have finn'd, and much I do repent me. 

Gomez, 
Then how much more have I, who, tiger like, 
Grinn'd o'er my prey, and fnuff'd his reeking corfe ? 
No caufe had I ; he never did me wrong. 
What plea is mine for mercy ? what pretext ? 

MANtfEL. 
Eafewe the forrowt of the lady «idow'd} 
Let U8 replace the hufband we deftroy'd* 

Gomez, 
That were indeed a joy. 

Manuel 

Ha!wer«Itn6t3^ 

G » ' Fur 
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Fair Dianora thinks but on her ibn. 
And, while he fojourns at the court 6f Leon, - 
His abfence wears upon her fliatter'd fpirits. 
But 'as the crocus opi:s its faffron vc!I, 
To catch at morn the doud-^iflolying ray, 
And flain with deeper gold its paly brow ; 
So woiild her heart expand on fight of Carlo^ 
And repollcfs the lather in the child. 

Gomez, 
Can he not be recftli'd ? / 

MANtJEl. 
' It is agreed. 

The lady has complied with my requeft, 
And wiffaes you tofeek, and hither guard him, 
Thinkihg the prince moll fafe rn your proteftion, 

Gomez. 
■With me ? deluded woman ! fafe with me ?— . 
Ah! there you jar my nerve of quicfccft jcnle^ 
And tear my brain, is lightning rends thcclotid, 
Bat thou fay"!! true; yes, injur'd Dianora; 
He Qiall be (afc j by his great wrongs, I fwear it ; 
While life remains, dear as that life, 1*11 guard hint-n 
Stich paltry retribution flill is mine. 
Manuel. 
*Tis nobly laid, and cancels each iflirdeed. 
For better is the Nile-impregnate foil, 
Whole copious juices with redundance bend 
The harveft down, though fome rank weeds it qourilh, 
_ Than the dead wafte, that borders it around, 
Which neither aliment, nor poifon, bears; 
And he, who through excefs of virtue errs, 
Alike tranfcends the wretch of apathy, 
V^hQfc ©nly i)lazon is — the lack of cfim^s, 

HfnSC 
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Hence with the enmity we bore this houfe! 

Its fliort-lived leign ftmll end in lafting Jriendifaip. 

QOMXZ. 

Give me thy hand; ^ou fiU'ft me with new pkkfilKS) 
When is the ume you wilh I fljould depart? 

Makuel, 
Now, even noW ; and bear with thee- diis ictcer } 
It is from Dianora to Alphonfo j ■ 
pelivering it, tiiou flult receive hi? ne|JieW. . ■ 

Gousz, 
Farewel ;• it ihall be'done- 

MANUEt. ■ ■ 

Gomez, a word, 
gay not, I counfel'dthis — no, fayjiotfo— 
But rather, I oppos'd it; — doft thou mark me? 
The fapient king loves Carlos, and may think. 
Why meddles Manuel in thefe affairs? 
This would dilpleafe me ; mention n^t my name, 

Gomez. 
It fljall be fo, [Exit Gomrz, 

M A K u E L, 
, Repentant, fhallow mortal! 
Now fljall I clutch him, ahd attain the goal. 
Yet, wou'd the boy had perifti'd vrith his fire ! 
So, that one ftroke had done the bufinefs clean, 
Which, fpliijter'd thus, Jies feft'ring in my brain.-^ 
Proted him wilt thou? — firing him hither firft. 
What will be wanting to my great defires. 
When I have fent this (tripling to his fathers ? 
for then, III wed the beauteous Dianora, 
y\nd reign the fov'reign of thele fair domains. 
Beware, weak man! — thy penitence may hurt thee. 
W^U) glad I am ;his noifoipe &rce is o'erj 

For, 
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For, tho* I do defpife his leaden foul. 
My reafon owns his words and anions noble.-^ 
Bu^— who can tell ? — he may be villain yet :— 
Or, eafy 'ds to ligh and tell the beads. 
When our rqientance needs no facrifice :— 
When all's complete, I too will be a faint. 
Soft, foft— dwfe are but words — 'twill be too late- 
Stop now, or never— Never be it then— — 
Now that the worft is paft, and all my own i 
No; (hat, indeed, were beggarly and bafe— 
The fardieft aim of mui is happioefi,' 
Which Ibme choofe here, while fome pafl dead await it : 
I'm for tiic firfi i let Gomez feck dte other. 

{Exiu 



End of the FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE I. 

A Wtaiy and a diftant Viiw iftht CafiU. 

Enter A n 5 a l d o. 

A N S A L D O. 

AI L, native foil ! b^I, venerable trunks, 



. And yc, regretted, weather-beaten, tow'n I 
Each tuQ, nay, cv'ry coppice, ev'ry ftream, 
Prefents fome fccne of recollcdled joy, 
And overwhelms my foul with ecftafy. 
What now fhou'ii keep me from my lov'd one's arms! 
Aht were* I fure that they would clajp me roun^ 
With all the fervency of former paJTion, 
How paft all uttcratxe were this day's delight! 
But, oh ! unnumbered vifionary fears. 
With treble clamours, bay my anxious mind, 
Now ^t I touch upon the wifli'd-foT hour. - ^■ 

Should Dianora look with coldneTs on me-— 
Woman is trail, and rumours are abroad— » 
If they be true, 'twere better I had died. 
I burn to b^ inform'd, yet fear to afic, 
.And my heart vibrates high in dread of evil. 
— See — this way comes an aged cottager. 
I Icnow htm now. My honeft, Ample, Gerbio-^ 
As a &r-travdl*d ftranger 111 accoft him. 
Enter GBRBliti 
G I R A I N. 

Good den. My humUe iervkc tvjrou, luUler. 

ANtALBQb 
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A H S A I, D O. 
A word or two, old itian. Inform me, pray thee^ 
Whether that c^c be not E>ulie Anfkldo's. 
G s s B I N. 
Ah !. Sir, it did belong to him, and I would it did ftiQ % 
but it pleas'd Heaven to take him ; fo God's will be 
done. . We muft be patient ; for, as they fay, he v4io 
ipits againft Heaven, it falls in his face. A brave 
Prince he was, and will never be forgotten within 
a hundred leagues <^ Tortofci, fo long as the Ebro fliaU 
run by,its walk. . ■ " 

A NSALDO. ' 
■ Dead! But his lady, and the prince are well? 

G E R B I N. 

Our young pcincc is well ; but as to the laAy^- ■ 

A w s A t D O- 
— Wh«^ w*atof her? 

'Ger BIN. 
Body of oiS) don't hurry me thus. I'll tcfl thee as fefl; 
as I can. She, poor foul ! has wept and wail'd fo, that 
it has been pitiful to fee her. The lofs of her lord had 
well nigh laid her on the bier. 

A NS ALDO. 

ThenjDlanora, but for tha^ were well?. 

Gerbint. 

Yes, ye;^ fhe^ come about again. Time works 

more cures' than the whole college of Toledoj for— I'B 

tell thee what — 'twixt you and mr, d'ye fee, they fey ia 

tiie caSlft — and, if H be true, there'i aacnd of.us— 

A N s A L D 0. 

What &y they f (fwafc. 

Gerbin. .^ 

They'fi^, flie*S to many the Regent; 

Ahsald*. 
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A K ) A L D 0. 
Mefcifiil Hekv'n ! 

GtKBlK. 

A]^ I Oiould have liked her better^ if {he had not for- 
gotten my dear lord ; for this fellow is more iit for tiie 
gallics, than for her bed. 

' - A M s A L D o. 
Accurfed liars ! Oh* wretched, hopelefs man ! 
Report may ilander— Ibould I ru(h to fliame— 
No: 111 be (atisiied, ere I proceed. 
Whether I'm deom'd to heaven, or to hell. 
Old Gerbin— hark) 

Gerbin. 
Good Heav'n I he knows my name. 

A K a A L □ o. 
Hafte} hither bring Solerno to me ftraJt. 

G E R B I K. 

Saint Laurence help'us, and liave mer£y tipon us) If 

he was not dcad^ Pd fwear tct him. 

Aks Albo. 

Doft thou sot know me, friendf 

G E R B I IT. 

O, that I were at home! — methinks I'm In a trance} 
ay, all my breath is gone j my laflhour isiiirely come. 
A N 3 A L D o. 
Thou art but frighted, Gerbin, I affure thee. 

Gerbin. 
You're not my lord, alive?— yoii'ie not my n^e^ 
dear, good, lord> alive f 

Ansaldo. 
Cone, corac} I a« thy lord, alire and well. 

Q GlRXtK. 
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.Gerbuj. 
Kay, then I'll loTc my very wits (or joy: beleecb jnm 
pardon i for I'm Craz'd with joy. 
AMsaLDOi 
Well, hafte to do the errand that I told Ate. 

G E B. S I K. 

- Oi happy day t 
A H s A L o o. 

G E R B I H. 

I hope your Grace will forgive mc ( for, by the motW 
that bore me, I know not a word of it. 
A H a A L D o. 
It was to fend 'Solerno to thy cotb^e.^— 
Sut not a word to any one but him. 

GerBih. 
. . Ayt not a minute Aiall be loft. [Sutunt* 

SCENE Jl. 

Enter D I A H o R Ai 
PlAHORA. 
Why tarries he ? ere this he fhould be here* ' 

Yeti from tfie tow'r, where I have kept my watcl^ 
Since fainting night fir ft (icken'd at the flm, 
Though far the vnndin^ road I can defcry, 
AH is untrodden as die Libyan- fands. 
Long on a fpeck, through the dim w,' I gas'd. 
Thinking it ftirr'd the duft, and might be Carlos: — 
*Twas btU a hinffthoro withciing kf die w^ 
K« tnuA eVr-pofe the death-bed of his father. 
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O, Ihould another raven-herald cQme, 
And chill me into ftone with horrid tidings !— ■ 
Wberefbre this dread i Tht fun Aill kctij 4wma, 
I^or }%c hath cheer'd the (lopei of yonder hills. 
Which fpread long fl»doW9 o'er the tax&y plain. 

£nUr M A K u f t. 

M A K u £ L. 
A riieflenger, yet panting with his Jpccd, 
Comes from the prince, and bids us fbon await hini< 

Dl ANO K A. 
Ay> fays he fo f 
Arrives he foon? how focm? ts Carlos- wel]? 

Manuel. 
Frefh as the mountaia lud, 

D t A N O R A. 

Then Heav'n ^ praisM ( 
Manuel, 
Fair Dtanora fmiles, and I am happy : 
My words have chas'd the forrows from her broir. 
And, like propitious birds in augur'd flight. 
As omens pleafe, \inheedcd elfe, and vain. 

D I A N O R A. 
Kind Manuel I — coiqes he within an hour J 

Manuel, 
Yes, ere tiie day hath journey'd half that fpace j 
—Then, be it mine to bear the torch of joy, 
JUuminatcd ftill by others' hands. 
More bleft, alas, more fortunat; than I ! 

D I o N o K a. 
N*y) % not fo ; fof ^here you greatly wrong me; 
J ftW? much comfort to your gen'rous fxiendihip. 
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Manuel. 
Hence with i debt fo beggarly as comfert ! 
*Tu bill as fnow, ^hich cloaks the Troft-bit {oil. 
Yet, cloaking, chills it too ; a debt is yours. 
Beyond the trcafures of the earth to pay, 

DiAKORA. 

What may diis mean i wbeierore that eager eye I 

Mamitzl 
Would I had never feen there fatal mils ! 
What baleful comet blaz'd athwart that day, , 

When iirll thefe portals open'd to receive mc i 
Had I but fought fome hamlet for retrea^ 
My life had roll'd in paths of rufttc peace. 
No vain defires had rooted in my foul. 
Nor fliould I have imbiVd a malady 
So fierce, (b fix'd, as death altme can cure 

DiANORA. 
Your phrsie is as a meteor of the ktif 
Indefinite and vague; I follow clofe, 
Yet ftill it flits, and leads mc but to error. 
Have I caus'd diis difquiet i Can I heal it ? 
If I have err'd, or can it aught 'avail^ 
Chide my ill condu^ or command rpy fervice. 

Manuel. 
Impoflible. There is no cure for love. 

DlANORA. 

Is it, then, love that rankles in your mind ? 

If fo, die bane bears its fole antidote ; 

The woman who affH&s^ alone can heal 

Tlie wound, herfeif hath made. But wherefore this 

To me, unfit to give the leaf! relief? 

Of obligations broad you urge the bond,— 

And 
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And true it is,.I own its utmoft tiei— 
Then defcant on derpair, and end 'with love. 
Expound this jnyftery i Who man youc peace ? 

M A K V £ L. 
She, I adore, Is lingle of her kind j 
For moulded clay ne'er took To Iweet a faring 
Till it was fofcened into ber mild figure. 
'Tis an epitome of all the beauties. 
That to this day have grac'd Heav'n** laiFefi woricj 
And yet, the frame, angelic though it be. 
Is no more worth the foul which it enfbrines. 
Than the bale flidl deferving of iu pearl. 
Had I a mirror ' ■ 

Dt AHOR A. 

Pray, pray, no more — no more of this, bcfeech yon. 

Manuel. 
Be not dilpleas'd, diou lorelieft among women. 
Atcufe not mc, but Heaven, which made you peiftAg 
Since, being lb, I cannot cbulc but love. 
The qrb of fire confumes not that bold bird. 
Who ralhly tow*r9, enamour'd of his blaze. 
But with new vigour ftrings his waving vans ; 
Then, let not Dianora frown on him. 
Who dares to gaze upon her radiant virtues. 

D I A K 6 K A. 

No more.— If unawares fprang in your breaft 

Such haplefs rovings of infirmity, 

CtBTipaSioA it excites, refentment none. 

As Duke Anfaldo's friend I can regard you, 

As my lord's friend— —but never more— no, «vcf. 

Set, then, cool thought to fhame thefe wld dellres; 

Difpel tile feintcft glimmerine of hope. 
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And banifli horn yoar mtnd die vaiit jmrfuit ;. 
Which, to fucMtft wotiJd afli a», great conrerfioi^ 
A breach as fli^rant hi dx code of nature, 
As that the nightingale fliould loathe her glocnti, . 
Trill jocund notes, and carol to the &n. 

Then, flretch thecj Manuel, on the gromw!, and die. 

Were bnt the heart-dear objcdt with.in view, 

Though through the perfpcftive of lazy years,^ 

Contented would I chronicle the hours, 

And, each returning ere, with patient hand. 

Blot from my calendar one tedious day ; 

But the word " never," as a rack, diftorts me,: 

WeU— 'twill be ov>r foon— yet, hard it is 

To meet deftrudiion, where we hop'd. deUg^t. 
Jio matter — I have don« — 'ti« paft — fereyrel ! 
Pifdaiofully ihe turns — Ah ! fcom me not* - 
Stay, fiay, and pity madnefs you infpire. 

Not one Icind look ? — Ingratc Befeech you,, pudont-n> 

Forgive the frenzy of a love-iliuig brain. 
And, as you lifl, pafe final fentence on ipc^— 
Bu^> O, be merciful ! be merciful ! 
Di; A 14 OR A, 
With pityl regard yo^ and wi^ wonder. 
Is this Gradenze's fon, renown'd for fcnfo, 
Who, boy-like, fuffers paflion to controu! him. 
And {tains my cheek with Ihame at.his deportment 5 
But,. to prevent all future fccnes like this,. 
Hear as a man, and let cool reafon reign.— 
J am a. very wretched, widow'd, woman, 
Whofe maiden love was of too pure a dye 
For time to fade, or change : but, granting. Sir, 
A levity fo monftrous could be mine^^ 
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As fiiat this hnrt fltouU own a &con4 flame; 
Sooner I'd pluck the rebel from its ncfl-j 
Than break the ftilh I vow'd my lord AnCildo* 
No — even as he left me I'll rejoin him. 

Manuel. 
Muft I tben perUh> iDIanora,— muft 1 1 

DlAMOKAk 
You know my mind immutable «d fix*d ; 
'ThcrefiVe, I trul(, you ope this page no mdrC) 
But tear it from the vdumB of your brain 
As rank, and teeming with uaworthy matter. 
If To, I'll heed it as the filetu fiafh 
Oft fultty night, which ftartles^ and is gone. 
&ut, from this hour, the fliadow of a hint. 
Which {hews you fofter ftill your mad defire, 
Will fink you to my hatred and contempt} 
That inftartt will I Hy your fight as odious, 
And ever after hold it in abhorrence, {Trua^flt^ 

Enter Carlos, Gomes, SottRKc^ Paula, 

and Aliendants. 
See there ; behold him. — Oh, my life, my bleiSng !— ^ 
Do I again embrace thee ?— 
Look on nie.— ^Does my love remember me i 

Carlos. 
O, yes I indeed} indeed. 

DiAKORA. 
How cbang'd by three long years ! — ytt ftlll my duld !— 9 
Think you not, gcnlicmen,-^—— Forgive me, Sirj 
I have delay'd to thank you for thefe pains. 

GOM EZ. 

Fains title not what has been utmoft pleafiire. 

Makurl. 
Welcome, our prince'^ thrice welcome to this land, 

Whicjt 
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Which will o'er-teem with joy for your return* 
Carlos. 
. I do not know this perfbn. 

DlAKOKA. 

Your fadicr*s friend he was, is now your gnardian. 
' Hafle to embrace him, fweet; con^ his kindneft.— • 
He looks AiMio. Does he not, Don Manuel i 

Caklos. 
Manuel I— 
That was his name, for whom we were unprifim'd. 

Mahuel. 
Yes ; it was I who caUsM Anlaldo'g bondage t 
And diofe fame chains, Co long emJur'd /or m^ 
Bind me as fad in endlels gratitude 
To you, hh offspring, and my honour'd liege. 

Gomez [y^de.} 
Hell ! what is this ? Where then was treadiery ? 
DiAHORA. 

You fliaU be better knowli ; but now. Entreat you. 
Permit me to indulge a mother's pride. 
And Qiew my people their Anfaldo's fon j 
Who, led by you to glory, ihall become 
His fubje^'s darling, and the boaft of Spain. 

[Exeunt Dianora, Carlo*, S9LIRH«i 
Paula, and Attendants, 
Gomez. 
iBrother, a word: — ^FuU much it maryeU'dm^ 
To hear AnliUdo ixiSa'iJot thy lake : 
This you ne'er told. 

M A K u E L. 
Perdition on die boy I 
Kow.it win ont— xWell, well, what matters it i 

Gomez. 
You muk me not. 

5 Mahuel. 
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Manuel. 

My thot^hts are dfewher^ bufied. 
Gomez. 

I&y 

Manvsl. 
I know thou doft — And what of that ?— 
SHppofe he was j could we have fct him free i 

Gome z, . ■ 
Hear me with patience, Sir j nor taunt ine thus 
With anfwcrs foreign quite. 'Tis /Irange, I iay. 
That he, who thraldom for his frie^jd endur'd, 
Should ftrait %rood treachery againft his life. 
Unravel, then,^^ 

Maw u EL. 
Unravel ? Doft thou bay me f 
Wouldft thou infer I am a liar. Have ? 
Before Ae Holy Virgin now I fimaxy 
If the fame mother iiad not borne us both^ 
I'bpu fliouldft repent this upftart arrt^ance. 

■ Gomez. 
Infulting man! Kindred retrains me alfo.-^ 
Farewel — there's fmeli of villainy— ferewel. 

[Exit Gomez. 
Manuel. 
Contempt ! — abhorrence ! — Shall I tamely ftoop 
Beneath a woman's fcorn, and grant her pride 
To marrmy ev'ry plan? No, no— I'm glad of it. ■ ' 
Had-Aie been Icind, remorfe had cbeclc'd my ana } 
But now, it will delight me to torment her 
Together with her imp. She hates me deadly. 
And I with equal hate will fwell as high. 
But, as the favage nature of the pard 
No way endamages her motley coat ; 

E So 
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So is it with the beauties 6f'itfy proud one, 
WMch,ii>i«'of very hell, I Willteiyoy. 
If the confent to wcdiook, h U well ; 
Elfe, let her look to it, and dread my 
Her cub is in my power'-^Iiet her look to it 
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^tber Aparimint 'in the CaftU. 
^Afirr SOLERHO dnd GoMBz. 
;, Gomez. 
For a whdk'yaar? during & long a fpace ? 

S o I, E R N pt 
Yes, twelve moons fulli arnj oit was threaten'^ death. 
If he agreed not to furrenijer M^iuiel, 

GoMSZ.: ., - 

Heavens I what fay you f -Yet.he *ould not ? 
So i S'R NO, 

Never. 
GOMS'Z. 

From his.relefde to.his moll haplejs and, 
Did there upife (to feud ? 

SOIERNO. 

None, certainly; 
Elfc had the will not ham'd hin^ here Protaflor. 
But whencf this eameftnefe ? He^rd you of dijcord ? 

Gomez, . 
Yes, once ; 'tis long time fincp ; a certain mian-^ 
His name efcapes me— laid, that Duke Anfaldo 
Had purpos'd to betray the outlaw'd Manuel, 

SOLERSO, 

The fellow lied. No treachery knew he. 
But was as Ipotlcls as Navada's fhows, 

Gomez. 
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GpMEZ. 

TIs very ftrange ! E'en aow I told my brother— 
TbiV qian, I meanp-iny brother then wa> vi^ith us—* 

S o I B s H o. 
You falter^ Sir i your Folour comes and goes. 

Gouiz. 
In truth} I am not «el}.— I then Afen'i,—"^ 

SoLi-R no.' 
Tou &id, 'twarc/en now, if I miftake nob 

OoiiKz. 
Yes ; — fome days paft.^— 

S o L B R N o. 

By this it fliouM appear^ 
That very unknown, much-informed, man. 
Seen To long fince, again, of late, you met» 
And then, anew, refum'd your firft dilcourie. 
Spcek i^ainly, Sir; entangle not your words j 
Some myllery there is in this concern, 
Wherein, I fcar, you are initiated. 
G O U B z. 
No, none at all.— I am nluch indiQ>os*d, 
And dizzinefs attacks my wand'ring brain: 
I muft retire.- ' ■■■ ■■ 
Befhrew diefe fits, which evflrmsre bcfet me t 

lEMitGouMz, 

S O L X R It 0. 

'Tis plain, 'lis plain. The brother's privy to it, 
Butfeems dccciv'd by ^ aEctt-T^lain Manuel, 
Who tvf!vr hatb got the princf into his power. 
Bull I will l^al him hence} or, if I fail* 
Blefled exchange, to give this crazy frame 
F^r lalling honour, and the CQnfi:ious pcaife 
Of dyia^ ii^ a iiiutdei'd.iDafler*8 c»)tffi,l 

E 2 Snlef, 
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Enter Shkvaht. 
S t R y A N T. 
Gerbin is come, Sir, and wifhes to fpeak with jom 
'immediately. 

SOLERIIO. 

I>t him come in. [Bxtt Sextant. 

Some frcfh comfilaint, fome ad of tyrafiny : 
Thus ev'ry day brings new calamities^ 
Which I, unafaje to redrcfs, muft hear. 
Enttr G £ R s I K. 
G S R B I K. 
©, Sir, Sir, Sir ! you never mil believe me j— • 

* SOLERNO. 

What is the matter, friend ? 
I hope no milchief hath befallen thee. 
G E R B I W. 
He's not dead ! — by the ma£;, 'tis true— he's not dead \ 

S o L E R K o. 
Who? 

G Z R B I K. 

Now, as I'm an honeft man, by this beard, I lav hinu. 

S o I. E R N o. 
What art tiisu talking of? Saw iriiom ? 

G B R B I K. 

Theduk^ the duke— our fov'reigii lord, the duke. 



G X R B I N. 

0, nOj wt the i*ince his dear gface An&ldo, 

^t we thought kiird.^ — Now, by diis beard,! law 
him. 

SOXE ItHO. 

Ruler ofheav'i) and taitfa ■•-•can f^ia be tnie?-t*w . > ' 
7 I never 
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1 never yet difcover'd him in Mfchood. 

Where didft thou leave him ! Art thou (ure 'tis he ? 
G E s B I K. 
O, Sir, I'm fure of nothing : but I'll fwear I iom't 
tell a lye j for I think I'm right. 

S o t £ R N o. 
Bring me Ait inftant to him. Let me lee him.— 

[ExeutU. 



£ai oF the SECOND ACT, 



ji-vGooglc 



30 THE REGE NT: 

ACT Ilf. 

SCENE I. 

A Wood before Gerhin's Cttlage, 

Exttr Ansaldo tmd SotXRiio. 

A H S A L D O, 

CHEERLY, Solemo!— Say again, 'tis felfe 
That I'm forgotten. 

S o L E R N o. 

Falfeitisi falfe,£dre. 
A K S A L D O. 
Once more repeal Ihe loves me. 

SOLERNO. 

Yes, O, yes. 
Ansaldo. 
Unbounded blirs! — Take full fupport; nay leanj 
For you turn pale, and falter as you go. 

SoLER.NO. 
Is all this real ? 

Ansaldo. 
Be compos'd, my frtend ; 
Nature will here beftow her balmy potions, 
Suclt'd from the foliage of each fragrant herb. 

S OL E RNO. 

I was nigh loft; and fcarcc now recollefl mc. 

Ansaldo. 
Your colour corties. How fares it with dice now? 

S OLBRNO. 

AnJaldo! O, my fov'reign, and my fon ! 

Ansaldo. 
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A K t A L D O. 
Rife. Let me "fly m>on the wings trf" rapture 
To take my wife,*nd Carlos, to my latas. 
S p'L'E RNO. 

Forbear, forbear,-^T ru[>p1icxte your -patience . 

Nor go ! — ^Lamcfrted Sir, firft let mc hear 

By what Weft miracle you ftill fuivive. 
A M s A L D o. 

Think you my fervour 'ftdlers fuch del^? 

Impoffible, 

S o I, E R N o. ' 
peny mc not this boon; 

For I have doubts, blacicer than midnight fliadcs 

I'the moon's cclipfe ; doubts, that betoken dajigerj 

Which, unrefolv'd, prohibit you your home. 
An s At Do. 

You fill me mdi alarm — Give ear thftn to me. 

That I departed from CaAile's proud court 

Muft have been ccanmon to the ears of men. 

I left it, with my fon and Leoatardo, 

In evil hour, and fUal to my Fneud. 

Journeying we reach'd a fpot, where the flope road 

Seeks paflage, 'twwt the-mount^ns and the fea. 

Along die margin of a placid bay, 

Where, below (helt'ring rocks, a bark was moor'd. 

Which feem'd to play upon the heaving waters 

Mocking the clamours of the far-oiF wave. 

My friend and I out-rode our ling'ring train; 

When, at the entrance of a rude "defile 

At once a fierce banditti nift'd upon u5. 

S O I E R N O. 

Then was the time, we thought you bad been murdcr'd. 
Ansaldo. 
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A N 3 A L D O. 

I narrowly efcap'd it : Death yawn'd for me. 

But Fate forbade, and pointed Leonardo. 

An arrow pierc'd him, as he drew his fword. 

And Hretch'd bim panting on the dufly. way. 

The rocks re-echo'd now with " Kill Anfeldo;'* 

" So he be flain, it matters not vAo lives," 

One ruffian felt my weapon; but, o'erpowei'd. 

And wounded grievoufly, I alfo fell. 

Near my companion, who expiring lay; 

Yet, even then, on life's extrejneft verge. 

He was revolving in his dauntlefs fcul 

How, withTiis lateft breath, to fcrve his friend. 

" Anfeldo"— thus he fpake, and reach*d his hand 

To let it reft in mine,—" my end is come, 

" Inevitably come; then, be it thought, 

** Since 'tis the duke they aim at, I am he; 

*' 'So may you live, and I not die forgotten." 

Scarce had he ended, when the hwlcfs band 

Return'd from flaughtering our few attendant^ 

And, as I then (uppos'd, my helplels Catlos."' ■ 

As they ftood gazing on their bloody wofk. 

The dying man, compos'd as at a feaft,- 

Thus faintly utter'd, "You're now fatisficd ; 

" Anfaldo's death you wonld^d! here I lie."— 

Then, feebly floating his ditii eyes towards mcj 

Murmur'd, '* Farcwel !"— and funk, to rife no motf. 

S I. E R N o. 
Oh, generous man! deferring endlefs fame!— 

A N 9 A LDO. 

A furious villain, lifting then his faulchion. 
Quickly adjoin'd, " Go thou, and follow him," 
I then had fallen too, but that their chief 

-WudU 
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Warded the blow, and ciied aloud "Deltftj 
* My brother is aveng'd, and I content." 

SOLERNO. 

His brother? Ha! — 'Tisevenfo; 'tishe. 

A N S A L D o. 
fiut, why this brother thirAed for my bloody 
And who he is, ftill tfaickeft night involves. 
Enough, my friend : They caft int6 &e mala 
The body of mitUkcn Z.conardo> 
And forc'd me with them ; dicn, on Africa's Olore^ 
Left me to fortunC] and re-plough'd the deep. 

SoLERN.O. 

The hauberk of high providence prote£ts thee. 
Who fliall commi t ' — 

[Gomez crejfes the bad part eftlx^agt, 
A N SA L D o. 
Peace, peace; retire — Look there !— 

SoLERNO. 

t know him well', my liege, and fo do you, 

A N 3 A t D o. 
Yes, by the holy crofs ; for 'tis the man. 
The very man, who fav'd, yet fought to' flay mc> 

SoLERHO. 

'Tis even Jie. 

An SAL DO. 
And flare you not with wonder i 
Sox £ R NO. 
No; ere your tale was draw, I fuigled him^ 
Nay more, the felon inftigator too. 
Ansalbo. 
Who arc they? &y, and give your anfwer wings. 

F SoLXRIfOi 
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S L E R K O. 
His name who pafs'd is Gomel j and his brother'i' 
'Twill be a jav'lin in your fide — is— Manuel, 

A N s A L D o. 
Who? 

Manuel. 



SoLEKHO. 



AnS ALDO. 

What Manuel ? ■ Not mine ? 

SOLERNO. 
Yes, thine own Manuel, Gradcnzc's Ton, 
His banifli'd fon, imagin'd Pylades. 

Ansaldo. 
ImpofiSblc ! No, noj it cannot be. 

S o L e k N o. 
Was he the leader of the crew i 

A MS ALDO. 

He was. 

Sole R HO, 
Then, from his mother fprang the man you chcrifh'd. 
Bcfides, I can give other flagrant proof. 
Shall fori:e you to acknowledge him a traitor. 

Ansaldo. 
Furr, and death ! — Oh, unexampled villwn!— 
Aie thefe your thanks ? — ^but he fliall anfwer it. ■ 
If he reply not to the charge, he dies ; 
But fhould he, though I hold thee as a &thcr, 
Solemo, hope no mercy at my hand. 

SoLERNO. 

Be fuch Ute terms. 

Aksaldo, 
Then, let us face the mottfter. 
I SOLIRNO. 
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S L K K N O. 
HoU ; be not rafh, nor go unguarded thus. 
The fight of you will kindle up his rage; 
He then txay hem you with his minions round, 
And realize % death, all Spun thinks certain, 

A N s A L D o. 
Muft I then fummon force, invefl my walls. 
And batter down my gates, to gain admiffion? 
Befides, the pledge and partner of my joys 
Are in his hold. — I tremble — Speak> Solerno. 

Sole UNO. 
$re force be thought of, let me (eek your conform 
And tacitly convey her wldi the prince 
To this retreat, 

Aksaldo. 
Hafle, haflc \ away ! be gone t— 
Thefc &fc, we'll wind the clarion of defiance, 
And lluivcl the ufurper by its blaft; 

SCENE n, 

Tif CaftU HaU. 
Enter Mahuel and GoMlZ. 
Gomez. 
Stay, haughty Sir) — 'tis even thee I feek } 
And would impart what much concerns us both. 
If thou wilt hear me, lift % if no^' declare it. 

Manuel. 
Speak on, an4 briefly, 

Gomez. > 

Briefly be i^ then. 
Sufpicioii flares on us, and mutters murder, 

fa Mahvel* 
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Then, let it flare ; and mutter they who lift. 
Who dares to doubt ? To me it naught imports. 
Shall I, begirt with Calatrava's fword. 
While my red arm was wet with Moorifli blood, 
Blulh at a vice fo noble as ambition ? 

Gomez. 
Solemo thinks us guilty. 

Manu E L. 

I had fwom it. 
On his grey (calp eternal curfes fall ! 

Gomez. 
Nc^ no ; his honeft foul ' ■■ 

M A N t; E L. 
A panegyrick !— To the point } proceed, 

Gomez. 
Anfaldo was our theme ; reIpe<5Ung whom, 
Falfely as hell} thou haft abus'd m^ Manuel, 

Manuel. 
Chofe you this topic with a knave fo crafty, 
Who can knead you, as fculptors docile clay ? 
I might have told you more, perchance, than be, 

Gomez. 
Dil&mbler vile! Then wherefore dfdft thou not? 

Manuei. 
Conclude your tale : this next we will difcitfs, 

Gomez. 
I hope fo. Sir. Engag'd in deep difcourfe 
About the man, who periih'd by our ineans. 
Your name, by accident, efcap'd my lips ; 
Then, as th' unhooded talcon on the wing ■ 
Views from the fapphire vault his deftin'd quarry. 
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So did the old man nail his eyes in mine ; 
Of myftcries he fpake, and hinted blood.— 
Surpris'd, and baffled, I had no refource, 
But to. feign jlckneTs, and depart abruptly. 

Manu'e l. 
Go to the huddled market-^lacc, and there 
Difle£t thy heart upon the public {bambles, 
To {ha// its fpongy core to all the people. 
Caitiff! why nam'dft thou me ? And didfl thou falter, 
Becaufe unworthy of a Icin fo noble ? 
Thou hafl told all.— But, fuch are my defcrts, 
For having truftedi 

Gomez. 
Abu%e man ! forbear ; nor tempt me thus. 

M ANtJSL. 

I muQbe fuddcnj cv'ry moment's precious; 
For, if this reach the princefs ere fhe's mine,— • 

£nttr Paula. 
Madam, you come, perchance, from Dianora. 

Pa OLA. 
E'en now I leave her. Sir. 

Manuel. 

Return forthwith ; 
And be it luiown to her, I wifh admittance. 

Paula. 
Atone the lady is, and would continue j 
Nor chufel, Sir, at prefent to diflurb her, 

Manuel. 
Then, be it fo ; myfelf can bear my errand. 

Paula. 
Vou are abrupt. Sir.— Gently— I'll inform her. 

[£*;/ Paula. 

GOMBZ. 
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Gomez. 
Rdi I — ^I an) to be anfwer'd— churliffi man .'— 
We part not thus :—> nay, but I will have audience.— 
What doft thou now contrive on Dianora i 

Manuel. 
pTcfumptuouf (lave ! hence with thy lanfllmony 
ToCamc cipfe cell, and pray thy days out.— Leave n^. — 

Gomez., 
I wni be heard. 



Airay, I fay. 



Manuii.. 
Then let the winds give ear !-r^ 



l^xit Mauvkx,. 
Gomez. 
Bafc villain) milcreant! 
An I dien fpum'd ?— But I have fcrv'd his purpofc^ 
And now he cafts me o(F with contumely. 
Ves^ I've done all ; for I have giv'n him Carlos, 
permcious tr^tor ! there again you dup'd me. 
Hence with all friendship, all fraternal love! 
No more we meet — my impreca^ons on thee ! 
^Depart I thus ?— no, rather let me ftay, 
That I may watch his plots, and be prepar'd 
T* (uccoar Dianora and her fon. 
And make atonement for the wrongs I've done them, 
m ftck Solcrno-^fee, he comes— Oh guilt ! — 
£nter S o l E R N o. 
S o L E R N o. 
What fliould this mean ? what myllery's afoot ? 
Nay, fince you fpeak not— 

Gomez. 
O ! look into my thoughts : — I cannot Ipeak them. 

S O L £ R N e. 
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S O L K R N O. 
Now 'ttrill break out. — ^Why ftare you on Ac paycmeotf 

Gomez. 
Tvc been deceiT'd, I've been deceiv'd, Solsrna 

S o L E K H o. ' 
What means diis darknefs ? 

Gomez. 

'Tis thelmokeoFconfcience^ 
. Which, rmouldering, feeds on guilt, and feeks for vent. 
S o L E R H o. 
Retard me not ; be brief. 

Gomez. 

In exile driveti, 

I fought the feas: my brother 

S o L E R N o. 
Mean you die man, who murder'd Duke An(iddo ?— • 
Nay, ftartlc not. 

Gomez. 
'Twas I— 'twas I — 'twas 1 1 

S o L £ R N o. 
I know thou did'ft it. Afk forgivcneft there. 

(Pointing to Heaven.) 
Bend not to noc ; but caft thee down, and grovel 
Befijre that feireft lily of the field, 
Whofe ftcm of life thou, coward worm ! haft gnaw'd. 
Lie proftratc there, I fay, and contemplate 
A woman pure as heav'nj erft as happy; 
Until diy weapon, at one daflard blow, 
Shiver'd the beauteous column of her joy. 
And ^read it wide, a monument of ruin. 

Gomez. 
No note, I pray thee, or Aou'lt drive me mad. 

Burft 
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Burft this dark condaw,. cleave my throbbing brain, 

SifiC ev'iy diougbt tEiat fhclters in each c^U; 

And, if it acb not wiO* eonttition's anguifh. 

May agony.bite tkick on it for ever !— 

But thou, juft man, give credit to my words, 

Not of extenuation, but veracious 

As thofe enroll'd at the fupernal bar : — 

I thought Anfaldo merited his fall. 

And took his life, to fave a much-Iov'd brother's. 

S o L B R N o. 
Did danger alfo fit on Carlos' brow. 
That with fuch eagcrnels you brought him here ? 
Is he 2 traitor i 

Gomez. 
By this day, you wrong me, 
Ko— I was fool to his decp-feign'd repentance. 

S o L E R N o. 
Being decelv'd, rhou ftill iiiay'ft hope for pardon. 

Gomez. 
My life is your's: command fome arduous taflc; 
Bid me go feize the gaunt Bilcayan boar. 
Or gripe the wolf, fnow-famifh'd, by his pawj 
I will not flinch. 

SotERNO. 

Forbear this idle talk. 
A favage, far more fell than famlfli'd wolf, 
We have to cope with. Watch thy brother dofe; ' 
And, Oiould he aim at mifchief, look to mar it. 
Farewell !— be honeft, and I'll give thee comfort. 

Gomez. 
Now you are kind indeed .' O, now you brace 
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The very lift-ftriogs of .my heart, which burns 
To prove, by ads of zeal and loyalty, 
How deeply it repents all paft mifdceds. 

lExfunt. 
SCENE III. 
Jnotbtr Apartnuttt in the CaftU, 
Enter Diamora, Carlos, and Pauia. 

DiAHO R A. 

Pcrfift fo rudely on my (econd meflajfc '. 
Did you not urge that I was indifpos'd? 

Paula. 
Yes i but, with glance indignant, he replied, 
" No plague have I, nor come from lazar-houfe ; 
*' Therefore, anon, prepare her to receive mc." 

Carlos. 
Tell him we're bufy, and can't fee him now. 
Mother, don't let him interrupt us yet; 
For I haw ftrangers, tad I've much to talk of. 
D I a N o R a. 

Poor innocent !— What, fpolce he haughtily i 

Paula. 
Even as a iatrap to his fwanhy Aaye. 

Diamora. 
Lie ftill, prophetic heart! 

Paula. 
■ Until tills hour, 
I never faw him in a mood fo boift'rous: 
Fraternal difcord grates, perchance, his temper- 
For, when he firft addrcft me, anger bJaz'd ' 
'Twixt him and Gomez. 

D I A N o R A. 

Noj 'tis wide of that. 
^ Paula, 
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P A O L A. 
Sullen he's wont to be, and thick in gToom, 
But ever courteousj and of manners princely. 

Dl A KOR A. 

Inly I am much anxious, troubled Core. 

Carlos. 
Why do you look lb Cid ? Pny you> pray don't ; 
You'll make mc fb. 

d A K O R A. 

No, be not Jad, my lovc ; 
We'll think upon a thouland joyous fports. 
And pafs whtdc days in merriment. 
Carlos. 

Ay, let us. 
Pad LA. 
Not Seek his brow on fiich a Aj as this 
With fcftive fmiles j — but ferr*w it with firowns ! 

Carlos, 
Nay, fay no more about him, Paula, pray thee. 
D I A N R A. 

Ah! there you touch a tendon makes me flinch. 
'TIS fuch a greedt^, as tht tepid drops, 
Delcending to f^ute Acir parent eardi, 
Meet in th' embraces, of the eaftcrn blalb. 
Which ice them, ere they reacB her longing lips. 
I had not thought it. 

Pauia. 
The prince were better far with wife Alf>honfo : 
Let him, not ftay— 

D I a NOR A. 

Truft mc, he fliall not, Paula ; 
Perchance, nor I. *Tis ftrange, but true it is. 
This interview may work my owndifmiffion. 

Paula. 
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Paula. 

You Itartle me. 

C A R L o ar 
Yea, let's all go to Leon. 
You don't know how much I Jove my uncle ; 
You can't thiidc it. 

DiAKOKA, 

See, be cotnet. Othecrtn! 
Paula, 
J will conffsl m^rdf. 

Dl ANOKA. 

But be at hand, 
[Sxtunt Carloi gTiJ pAUjA. 
Mnttr Masujbi. . 
Proud of admiffion, I approach you, madam i 
For all accefs is difficult to<day. 

DiANORA. 

*Tis true, my lord, retirement was my wifli : 
Nothing had now recall 'd me from myfel^ 
But urgency importing weighty matter. 

Mahuei, 
And fuch it is, of fubjed ponderous, 
Kg with the welfere of the prince and dukedom, 

DlANOXJV- 

Then, with mine jJJb j fprcad it wide before me. 

M A H U £ t. 

A bulky charge, ^n Ajlantean taflc. 
Is that^ which bears upon me for my friend j 
Sinc^ not alone the relllefs cares of ftate 
Demand a conllant and unclo(i)ig eye, 
put the fair tablets of young Carlos* mind 
Muft be o'er-writ with great and npble majdms, 
For what avails Gallicia's dufiile ore, 
P^ulgent paiwply, pr proftrate vafliilG, 

O * UnleS 
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Unlels the foul out-fhiilc ^fe gaudy trappings ? 
Such is my taik: which, e'en with kindred's aid, 
Were ftill moft arduous ; 1} an alien, then, 
Merely cndow'd with tnuilitory fway, 
Mult faH in its difcharge, unhelpt by you. 

D -I A N o K A. 
Doutit you my zed^ Sir, that you thus accoll me ? 
Shall Carlos' mother not affift the man. 
Who leads her boy to virtue ? Shall dierwif^ 
Of duke Anfaldo thus ne^eft his fon ? 

Manuel. 
FeB"calumny behind the chair of greatnefs 
Aye Tits, and fnarls at pow'r:— lavage his fpite. 
And ftill more favagc as he higher bays j 
But with redoubled in alice whets his fangs, 
IF hap, with acrid Tcdwl, he chance to ken, 
Vefted in delegated truft and fway, 
A ftrangcr. Then aloud is rais'd the cry. 
In which vile prejudice and envy join, 
And hunt him to the toil.— E'en thus Hand I.— 
This in the tow'r of my authority 
Is a wide cleft, a very dangerous flaw. 
Which, rending onwards fill!, from day to day. 
Will flive, at length, the key-ftone of the ^bricj 
And topple it with ruin in the duft. 

D I A NOR A. 

Befeech yoti now, declare, right noble Sir, 
Whitherward tends the travel of your words ? 
So &r as I am confcious of their fcope, 
I can but promife, to my utmofV effort, 
Refpe£t fball be inftiil'd in Carlos tow'rd you ; 
To Itamp you as a father on his mind 
Shall be th' endeavour of mat^^ial power. 

Mahuzi,. 
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Manuel. 
I truft it will, and eagerly defire it; 
Nor doubt I of your rcadinefs to touch, 
In the great band and conceit of this ftate, 
ThoTe notes, that you alone have fkill to found; 
TTirough lack of which the harmony's imperfc^ 
And foon will change to tones of harfheft difcord, 

DiANORA. 

What harmony ? What difcord ? 

Manu £ L. 

Til is alonCf 
You wi(h t' endow me with a father's righ^ 
In Carlos' nature to graft filial feelings ; 
Take, then, the only efficacious means. 
And realize, not feign, the (acred tie. 

D I a N o R A. 
You are millaken, Sir; this is no Bagdad; 
Nor I a Georgian Have ; nor you my feignorj 
Neitber this caflle a licentious Haram. 
Think you, becaufe we brandifh not the fword. 
Couch not the lance upon the day of carnage, 
Heav'n hath denied us intelledl divine ? 
Ko— we have virtues, fit for man to homage : 
Firm we can be, and generous, and chafte ; 
Honour can ftart his tear into our eye, 
And fenfibility is our's ;— and our's the glance. 
That can peer deeply in the hearts of men ; 
Where if we fpy deceit, and abjeit cunning, 
^qnteinpt fucceeds, and fills the lip with fcorn. 

Manuel. 
Patience, I pray; this fcom is out of feafon. 
I'feceffity, not love, cnjtniu compliance. 
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And bids accept the proffer'd hand, tiiough odious j— 

For 'neath the domes of grandeur never dwells 

The baOiful Nymph, domeflic liberty; 

But policy uTurps unbounded fway. 

And dictates foes, alliances and friends. 

Your acquiefcence, therefore, I avrait; 

Since troubles would accompany refufal. 

D I A N K A. 
Such rough-ton'd mandates grapple with my breathy 
Smother all fpeech, and ftunn me with furprife! — ' 
Is it to drain my foul of ev'ry joy. 
Thai you affront me in this haughty ftrain ? 
Cruel it is to heap frefh cares upon me. 
Cruel to force me from this cheri(h'd home. 
And ill befitting your reception in it. 
Had Duke An&ldo thus requited you, — 
O, bafe of foul ! ungrateful, thanldefs, man ! 
But, be it fo : — and now, iarewel for ever ! 
With Carlos I'll explore fome tranquil fea^ 
There, unmolefted, meditate on one. 
Who never err'd, nntil he trufled Manuel, 

Manvzl. 
Whither fo ^ ? 1 too will be explicit. 
Woman, in trite concerns,' miiJl be obcy'd} 
But, when caprice forbids her to accede 
To that, whereon depends the fiite of nations. 
Such fmooth formalities muft go to flecp ; 
Then, ftern compulllon muft fupplant intreaty, 
And fliall widi you. — Nay, wafte not dnis your frowns ^ 
I too am tixVl, and this my fleady vow^ 
No more aqfe& the homage of a princeft,, 
Until you pay me homage as ».hu(bantl, 

I £nbr 
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£nur Carlos and Paula. 
Paula, 
BethiaJc jwi. Sir } jtou fpeak to one rig^t nohle. 

Manuel. 
Whence coihes this fcnrard boy? Who call'd the?, 



. DlAK OKA. 
'Tls, fure» illufion all, fome midnight QkII, 
Some haggard charm, whiqh dozes ev'rjr fenfc. 
The form is Manuel's, but the words are fuch 
As would become Anfaldo's murderert 

Manvkl. 
Peac^ peace, I charge tiice on thy life — nor tempt— 
Learn, he thou fee'ft is paramount. Learn too. 
That, till thy pride is qucU'd, this is thy prifon, 
Barr'd from Ay fon, and all. — ^Loolc not aghaft j 
The remedy Is thine, as is the deed. 

ff^V Manuel. 
Paula. 
Savage !— — How fares it, fweetcfl Diaflora ? 

DiANORA. 
£»xedii^ well. — ^Methinlcs, I'm weary, too. 
Would night were come I 

Carlos. 

Don't let it make you wearr* 
Paula. 
Repofe a Uttle. 

DiAHORA. 

Think not, love, I mind him. 
Paula. 
Recline on me ; you tremble, and are wan. 

DiANOKA. 

Come hitheL—CA, tiwu dear on^ l(jf»— a priibner \ 

Shut 
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Shut from this child, this fole remaining joy, 

And ev'ry hope extinguifh'd in defpair ? 

Thou man of flint !—~—Anfaldo, — O, my hufband 1— ^ 

See the tormentor, fee thy widow's anguifh. 

Caklos. 
ni Idrs away your tears ; you Dull not cry lb. 

D I AKOR A. 

My child ! my child ! And muft I lofe thee, boy ? 
Thou too may'ft fuffer — Gracious Hcav'n, forbid ! 

My lord's aflaffin ! no, impoflible 

What would bccvme of thee ? I fliould go mad. 
If it were true, quite mwJ. O, fey, it cannot, 
Tcit me, it cannot be ; for, but to doiibt^^ 
Enter Servant. 
Servant. 
Madam, depart this chamber:— for the prince— ~- 

[GffiB^ lofiize the child — Diantra keeps htm ^ 
Car Lo s. 
Tm frighten'd. 

DiANORA. 

Herr, lay hold, and let me dafp thee.— 
Thou Rullian, hence !— Firft fever head or heart ;• 
This is a vital dearer far than either. 
Servant. 

■My lord is fix'd ; oblige him not to harihnefs. 

[ Pfiffing on towards the thild-^' 
DianaraJiiU keeps him eff. 

. J>1 ANORA. 

O Heav'n ! What muft be done ? 
Servant. 

Nay, more; be fare. 
The prince.will fuffer for your vain denial. 

Pawia. 
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Pa (11 A. 
Comply, fweet miftrdt; nor more irritate 
A wrathful tyrant by mis-dm'd reMag^e. 

SlRVANT. 

Hear good advice : no harm will come to him ; 
What fear you, lady ? 

D I A H O R A. 

There. (Gives up the tblU.) Oh I agony t 
Be kind to him. — Farewel I farewel I iarewel t 

Carlos. 
O modter ! mother ! fure, you will not leave me. 
[£x»nrDiANORA, Paula, Carlos, 

tmi SBRrANT. 



End of the THIRD ACT. 
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A C T IV. 

■ S C E K E 1 ■ 

jin Apartment in tfi< Cafll^ • 
Enter S o L E R n o aM Paula 

S O L E R N A* 

I D gold too foil f 



D 



Paula. 

In vain I proffer'd it. 

S O L E R N O. 

Unlacky tidings ! — Is therfi no relource f 
It muft be carried. 

Pau L A. 
Know yoii ought of Carlos? 

So L£ R NO. 

Nothing. 'Tis myftery and filence all ; 
The menials eye afkance, and grimly fcowl. 
Sullen and mute they hurry to and fro. 
Where is the monftcr ? 

Paula. 

Even now I met hitn ; 
Right on he went, nor turn'd his head afide, 
But feem'd to fear his foot-iall would be heard. 
Crofling, he glanc'd me as we're wont a toad j 
Yet uttered he no word. 

S o L E R N o, 

'Tis ominous. 
Whitherward went he J 

PauVa. 

Towards the ladies chamber, 
S o L E R N o. 
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S O I. £ R N O, 

Then mifchicf 's in him. Aid her, all ye ikints | 
What muft be done f To ftay is.vain i yet leave her— • 

Poor Dianora ! Can I give her fuccour ! 

No, none. Hie thcc to fheJter— I'll away 

To jneet Anfajdo, tell him all her dasger, 
And bring him clad in wrath and awelcls war. 

lExil Paula. 
Could I be lure th^ Uroke would re^ch his heart. 
Were it nqt heft to lie in wait and ftab him .' 
So 'twould be done.^— But 1 am feeble nowi 
And, fhould ] mifs my aim 

Enter G o M 1 z. 

What is it, Gomeai 
Wherefore that bloody fwo^d ? that ghaftly ftare t 

Gomez. 
Hadft thon but fecn it too— . 

Sol ERKO. 

What f what? Seen what? 
Gomez. 
With heaven grappling hell- i 

SoLERNO. 

Spealc.on, (peak on. 
What has the villain done I Whofe blood is that ? 

Gomez. 
Nothing ; a fcratch, a fcratch. Solerno, lift : 
Chancing, in filence mantled, and dumb thought, 
To pafs th' apartment where our miftrefs lies, 
The chord of menace -tang'd upon mine ear. 

I ftopt 'twas. Manuel's voice — then 'gan to liAen, 

As does the lev'ret when flie hears the horn. 

All eKe was ftill^ Wxath glow'd at length to fiiry, 

H2 At 
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At once he cried, — " Yield thee, or inftant perifh !" — 
I burft the bolts, and nifh'd to her affiftance^ 

S o t E R K o. 
WeU— Then? 

Gomez. 
Damp horror thrlH'd in eir'ry vein. 
Proftrate lay Dianora ; Manuel knelt. 
And brandiQi'd in one hand aloft a dagger. 
The other, rudely griping her to the fioor. 
Shook with the terror of the panting viflim. 
In martyr mood her eyes were fix'd on heaven. 
Portraying earthly coil, and mental triumph. 

S o L E R N o. 
O, Dianora ! Miftrefs ! Lucldefs Princefi ! 

Gomez, 
Startled at my approach, he quitted hold. 
And, with a loolt which ftream'd hot lull and Vengeance^ 
Brolce from the chamber, tilting, as he pals'd, 
A -deadly thriift, which, ilanting, has but graz'd me ^ 
Nor did I note it, all abforb'd and drown'd 
In contemplation of the outrag'd £Ur one, 
Who lay allonifh'd, like the fallen fowl, 
Whofc-Beeky plumes the eager dog has torn; 
I rus'd beri and, metbought, fbe utter'd thanks; 
But in fucb feeble, fuch expiring, tone. 
That more I guefs'd, dian heard, the ftifled words. 

S o L E K M o. 
Hal Islbehuitf 

G O M 7 z. 
DiCnay'd alone in Qurit* 

S o L E K N o. 
NorHear'iibe pniis'd !— WhErei>Jhe^bring tne &> her. 

G o u s z. 
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Gomez. 

tmpoflible. As hi&erwaid (he Aagger'd, 

Stzy'd on my arm, ftUl faintii^ wkh her fearCi 

A pack of blood-hounds ruQt'd wide-mouth'd upon uif 

Of thefe fome bay'd, while others tore her from me. 

Then, having driven off the bandit throng, 

Whereof a part will never breathe to-moirow, 

I hurried to the theatre of infult ; 

But all was empty, blank, and difcompos'd. 

In fuUen^mblem of the baleful fcene. 

S o L B R N o. 
Haple& reverie ! Fate, cruel, adverle, fate ! 
Mull the then fall ? Forbid it, pow'rs divine 1 

So ill ftarr'd, yet fo good 1 Sweet, fweet, poor, lady 1 

Gomez. 
Zrft*s drive the caflle through, nor leave unlearcVd 
The Icaft receptacle, until -flic's found. 

SotZR No. 
Give me thy hand ; for thou haft nobly done. 
Yes, well extirpate the w^olc b;ood of ruffians i 
A flonn impends (hall fweep them from the earth. 
Although they flick firmly as Calpe's rocks. 

G O M E Z. 
What purpofe you ? 

. ioiEKNo. 

Be gone, and queftion not. 
tn the deep wood, which fronts the fetting fun, 
Stands a rude elm, the champion of the forelt, 
Whofe fcaly Ihoulders brave the battering Itonn. 

Gomez. f 

I know it well* 

Solerno. 
Hie Either, then } I follow. 

[Exit Gomeb. 
Singly 
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Singly to pafs the gate« were beft, and then 

Enter M A ^f u E L. 
Where's' Gomez ? Anfwer me. 

S o L E R N o. 

Where's Dianora ? 
Manuel. 
Where is ho i 

So IE R N O. 

Where is Carlos ? 
Manuel. 

Abjefl Jlave \ 
[Exit Manusl. 

S O L E R N O. 

I'll hafte to Gomez ; danger threatens him. 

[Exit SOLERNO. 

S C E N E 11. 

A mod. 

Enter Gomez, 
Gomez. 
This is the fpot.— But wherefore come I here ? 
Shades fit for contemplation thefe, not war. 
But he is fage, and has fome hidden purpofe ;' 

Elfewhy 

Enter M a K u E L. 
Manuel, 
Ha ! art thou here, vile ftigma of my blood ? 
Thou'rt found. 

Gomez. 
WhatwouJd'ft thou more, atrocious wretch ? 
Hence, fwelter'd lerpcnt I Idc^Heand loath thee. 

Manubl. 
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Manuel. 
berpiie this alfo ! 

[Manuel rujhts on Gomez tojiab him. 
Eater A N s a l d o. 

A N S AL DO. 

What, thy brother too .' 
Manuel. 
P«ath and dillraAion ! 

Gomez, 

Leonardo ! 

M A K U E L. 

Hold, hold him-hein he's loofe 

Away— come not upon me — blaft mc not ! . .■ 

A N s A L D o. 
Wonder no t 'but follow. 

[Exeunt Ansaldo and Gomiz. 
Manuel. 
I deep not, nor am mad. It was his form, 
Selli veryfelf— No, no, this is not fancy— — 
There, terrible to vifion, ftcrn he flood. 
Th' Ahorred ftroke, that hung upon my poignard. 
Cleft wide the fulph'rous pit, and tugg'd him out : 
Or, if he be a fpirit from above, 
In mercy down he plumb'd, to flay my arm, '. 

Which elfe, by fratricide, had deeper damn'd me. 

Who now fliall fay, the dead return no more. 

And that vain turmoils of a phantom'd confcience 
Are the fole fpe£tres of pernicious men ? 
'Tisfalfe as Erebus; both 'leaguer me. 
-Jhen, let me fly.!— Oh ! Either? whither fly? 
Whither efcape .' Delpair with damniilg'hold ' 
Clings on fo fafl, a wild of elephants 
Were atomies to tear it from thisceunfcr ' 1 '..li' ' 
'AjaSnlie conies— —What ho !— 'Tis but Solecno— t 
8 H« 
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He muftnMfce— How ev'ry leaf appals me ! — [Ritlrei. 
Enttr S o L E R N o. 

SoLER NO. 
I heard a cry ; yet know not whence it comes^ 
Nor fee I Gomez. If his brother found him. 
He's furcly fflain ; he ejfe hath reach'd the cottage. 
Unlets the villain's prompt all yet may profper. 

{Exit SOLSSKO, 
M A N U X L (advancing.) 
Tes, but I will ; ay, as the nimble ray. 
What, grey hyena ! haft thou plots againft me } 
But they (hall fail. — Now, before God, I doiibt 
Whether the thing a goblin was, or man. 
Perchance, he never doft his mortal fpoils ; ^ 
And fo, 'twere worfe than legions of pale ghofts, 
Who ftallc and mow, but nothing more than fcare j 
For, if with flelb that foul be ftill encas'd, 
Upon this wicked eardi fuch foe I've none. 
Then, be I prompt, and vengeance out-run danger: 

iBxH. . 
SCENE in. 
Jt Wead ieftre G £ R b i tf'j Cattegt, 
Mwttr Ahsaldo, Solkkno, mi Gomkz. 

A K S A L D O. 

Tboa didft prote£l her ; I forgive thee aS. 

Gomez. 
M7 )pj wants words, as docs my gratitude. 

A N S A L D O. 

Fow ^anon \ C«ne, to havoc then t 
SoLSKNO. 

Wlwtfercehavtwtl 

... ' Ah«ai.d*^ 
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A H 3 A L D 0. 

Dcfui'd among tigers thus !^ 
Sole ft so. 



A Nt ALDOi 
Enough ; the couatrf is !n armj ; 
There's not a houle but (belters flout adherents : 
We'll rouze them, and be gone. 

S O L Z R N Ot 

'Twcrc but delay. 
Let Gomez fummon, you here marfhal them. 

A M B A L D o. 
Hie thee with fpeed. 

G o M E z^ 

Swift, as yourwifhes, Sir. 

[Ex!t GoMEa. 
A N s A L D o. 
Why, true Solemo, why did I difawft thee t 
Had I believ'd it, I bftd pierced his heart :•-" 
But, thinking my foul's lire-^drops iaTe with thee, 
Slow juftice held my arm, averfe to goad 
With lawle& plunge a bread I od«6 held dear. 
So now he lords it over all I loV^ 
And, flung by fight of me, may feck dieif ruin. 
O'er-caUtious dupe ! I had him in my pow'r — 
Curie on the friendfliip, that reftrain'd my weapon ! 

S O L X R N O. 

He figur'd you a phantom ; did he not t 

An SALS o. 
Such flricken conlcience rais'd me to his bfain ; 
Farlpraneheback, and howl'd^" Approach me hot! — " 

i At 
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As though he fear'd next ftep woidd wither him. 

S o L E R N o. 
Then, Arive we t'avail us of this terror, 
Which now hangs wildering his perturbed mini j 
For, if he fpy his error, hell be defp'rate. 

A N s A L D o. 
Lift— No, they come not—O, my friend !— they fleep j 
They might be here, — ay, in the very caftle. 

S O L E R N o. 
Impoffible : be patient yet awhile. 

A N s A L D o. 

Inhuman favage \ ah, I'll mangle htm 

What mayn't he now — Perdition ! horriWe t— 
Yet no one comes,— Why Hand you fpeechlefs thus ? 
No foul arrives, I fay, 

SOLERNO. 

Indant they will. 
A N 9AL00. 
Talk not of inftants ; each is now a woild. 

S OL ER Ko. 

Pleafe you, that I flujuld fcek them ?. 

A MS alS o. 

N<^ Stjerno ; 
It is not anger, but diftraftion, fhakes me. 
Pardon, good friend ; I'll check this tumult in me. 
You know I've caufe, old man, you know I've caule. 

S o I.E R N 0. 
Yes, yes ; much honoured Sir, moft fure you have. 

A N SAL D o. 
What, if the gates be (but— where ftorm we beft I 
For lofty arc the walls, the trench proibund. 

Sol er ho^ 
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S O L E RNO. 

Between the tow'r of Cear^r and the bridge 
There is a fally-port, which us'd of yore 
Forth to emit thy well accoutred fires : 
Tliis, fince the land has doz'd in olive days. 
Lode, ill'Cemented, ftones have (lightly clos'd j ■ 
And there we'll force, if entrance be deny'd us. 

£nUr D I K C o. 
All arc prcpar'd, my liege, and wait your prelencc. 

A N 5 A L D o. 
Tis well— come on, then ! — ^Now we'll tent him home. ■ 
lExtuai. 
SCENE IV. 
The Armoury aftbe CafiU. 
Aksaldo'i Armour Jfajidi conJpUwuJIy anung tbt 
Jchltvemenis ef tbt Hall. 
Enter D i A m o R a. 
D r A M O B A. 
Thus far I am dcap'd — at ev'ry ftep ' 
I (hudder ; led the ruffian fhould be near. 
Where (hall I fly ? — O, whither now betake me ? 
Ye pow'rs above, who pity, and protefl. 
Enduring mortals, pity mc, — moft wretched I— 
And deign to give me fuccour.'— Gracious Hcav'nl 
Anfaldo's awful form — The vitor frowns, 
And from the tenantlefi, and vacant, mail 
Acavern'd found, methinlcs, with hollow moan,' 
Murmurs, ** Solcmo told thee of the felfc one." 
Yes, it is true ; but I would not believe 
The good old man — O, had I but bcliev'd htm I 
My child, my child ! I am the caufe of all ; 
I brought thee here.— Here! where? I know not wherel 
Apd, do I Ay ? abandon thee, thus helplcfs ? 

J 2 Uofeeling 
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Unfeeling monfler ! firll, give thy offspring 

To thofe, who flabb'd his father, and, then, leave him f 

Never, no, never [Carlos is btard^gtHg, 

Hold;— what dulcet founds ? 
An angel's voice !— 'tis fweetcr i 'tis my child's ! 
Carlos ! my joy, my life ! where art thou, Carlos I 
Anfwcr, Oh ! anfwcr ; thy poor ofio^er calls tiice. 

Carlos withia. 
O, mother ! modicr I 

D I A N O R A. 

YieU, infernal barrier. 
Nor think you might withfland maternal impulfe, 
Though tough as adamant ! — Unclofc \-rr-[Burfis thedttr 
\ have him, aprn. 

Enter Carlos, 
Carlos. 
How I have long'd for you ! — Ah me ! vAaX ails you ? 

D I A N o R A. 
Comet come ; we muft be gone,— 

£a.Vr Two Banditti. 
Fijft Bandit. 

Thinlt not to get away, 

D) AN OR A. 

Off, offi keep dF,— O, pity my diftrefs ! 

Confider all the inrults i have fuSer'd : 

No, do not ruin us ; we never wrong'd ywi. 

In all the world I have but this one treafure, 

And will yott take that from me ? — Sure you will not, 

Firft Bandit. 
It cannot be j our duty muft be done. 
Second B a n p i t. 
We'll hear no more, 

Dm NOR A' 



N Google 



ATRAGEDY. fit 

D I ANOKA. 

Oh, tor your (bids iake^ hear OK I 
'Twill be die comfort of your latter days, 
In ficknefs, and in forrow, it will cheer you. 
To think you have protected the unhappy. 
This prince will love you ; he will fliow'r down Wttltt^ 
And honours on you ; and, when he is grca^ 
Belov'd, and valiant, as his &ther was^ 
You (hall exult and glory in the deed, 

C A lit OS. 
In truth, I never will brget you ; 
I'll chcfifll you, «id will refttfe you nodling. 

Firft Bandit. 
You know we fwore. 

Second Bandit. 

Ay, and he promis'd hirlj* 

P I A N,0 R A. 

O, do not truft him j for be promis'd me, 
And has dcceiv'd me. When you've ferv'd his puipql^ 
Hell fear you fhould betray him, and abhor you. 
O, he will hate you deeply ; do not truft him— > 
But we fiiould glory in our bcnefa^rs. 

Firft Bandit. 
There is fbme truth in this. 

DiANORA. 

Indeed, indeed, 
I fear be jealt moft foully with Anlaldo; 
And yet he ow'd him all. — O, feel for mc. 
And feel for riiis poor little one ! My friends, 
You woitld not have him bleed, when the leall woond, 
Buf op your hands, would m»ke him pale with pity. 

Second 
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Second B A N B I T. 
Poor litllc fellow ! no, he flian't be hurt. 

' D I A N o R A. 

Here is a gem, the only wealth I have— — 
la carneft of reward, accept this jewel. 
Firft Bandit. 
She's wrong'd, and we'll affift her. 

D I ANOR A. 

Bteflings unnumber'd fill your days with joy I 

Firft Bandit. 
Let's lofc no time. We'll lead you to the pt^cm, 
That opens towards the foreft. 

DiASOBA. 

HaAe, lead on. 
Now I poflels^ my child, and liberty. 

M A H u £ L, enuring with Soldiers. 
Search all the purlieus-^~What, am I b^tray'd f—— . 
Dull fugitives !— Bear hence thofe flaves to death.— 
You thought to 'Icape me. — But I have thee ftill. 

D I A N o R A. 
Help, help j-^^ft mc, friends— My boy ! my boy * 
[Seldicrs carry off Carlos — MANUiz, 
iragi away DianoRA. 



End cf the FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE r. 

The CaflU HaU. 

A gnat and confus'd naife within. 

Enter Maituxl, PedRO, and Stl^tri. 

Man V EL. 

ALOFT the bridge; ^] the poitcglli's 1 arm.— 
Let no one enter — Treafon's in the air. 
Each to his poft ; beftir — Let no one in. ^ 

Away, 1 fay. [Exit a S<d£tr. 

Stay, Pedro— Fly around, 
Bid the whole callle din with clank of arms : 
Let all embody in the center court, 
There wait my further orders.— [Exeunt Seldieru 
Doft thou marlc ? 

Pedro, 
Immediately. 

M A N u E t. 
Stop, ftop — Who bade thee go ? 
Be there a watch upon the northern tow'r, 
And if he fee a light approach the walls. 
Or hear the flightcft trample of a foe, 
Command him ftraight to found th' alarum full. 
Hie thee to duty ;-rthou'rt a trully knave. 
And much I lean on thee ; alert, good Pedrc 



lExeknt. 



SCENE II. 

ne Fcjp of the Cofile. 



Enter Amsaloo, Solzkno^ ayid Solders. 
A K » A L D o. 
Hold, friends— we are arrlv'd \ beneath that finn 



ji-vGooglc 



i4 THE RI GENT: 

Mud we force entrance ; flnce each odier pa6 

Isclofely batr'd, as infidel Graiuda. 

Now is the time ; the moon hjth veil'd her bhrw. 

And Tilencc fits upon the fodden turF, 

Hulhing our footAeps. — On to work, and Twirtly. 

[Exeunt SolStn, 
What find vn when within ? 

S L E R N o. 

No other hindrance ; 
A vault thence leads us to the inner court. 



I Nfi ALD o. 



Where's Gomez ? 



I have not fccn hin 



S o L E R K Q. 
Since he krt us near ^ cottajc^ 



A N s A too. 
Then is he a. traitor ; 
But one black ruin &all efface them all. 

[A drum biaU in iht caflU. 
SnTely, they're warn'd. 

Sole r no. 

Ay ; when I alk'd admittance 
A twanging bowflring fcnt the fole reply. 

Ansa t DO. 
Little I thought beneath my native tow'r^ 
Mole-like, to burrow fubterraneous way. 
—Tremendous paufe !— Solemn, O, Solemot 
Even like a wretch am I, o'cr^elm'd by earthquakfl) 
Who lies half buried amid ihapelefs ruins. 
Imploring alt who pafs t'afFord relief 
And free his limbs from Aiffocauog cumbcaiKi. 

SOLXRRV. 
Vengeance, my^liege,— — 

AiriALSO. 



I 
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A N S A L D O. 

Ye!^ let the viUikin tremUe. 
Come, urge we on our comrades, Foith^ keen fword, 
Nor Amk. again to fill th^ peaceful fcabbaitl. 
Till thou art cruAlbn With tks blood of Manuel. : 

{Bxtiint.. 
S C E N E m. 
A ficret Cbamhtr In tbi CaftU. 
Enter Manuel and a B a k d I t. 

Ma N usL, , . , 

Sullen, thou ray'ft, and of untoward fortunes ? 
Ay, that's the nun. 

Bandit. 

But he will not be known. 

M A N U I L. 

Nor would we know him. Give htm this j he fuits xcx. 
Is all arrang'd \ 

Bandit. 

Yes. 
Manuel. 

Bffng the lady hither J 
Call her, I fay: Bt gone j and, mark, no tloife. 

[Exit Bamsst. 

Marvellous ftrangc ! — 'Tis time to buftle now.— 

AH fwore he died, th' efcaped and the vUIainif ' 

Time too conHrm'd it \ yet,' before thefe eye« 

He ftood corporeally, a living imn : 

Certain 'tis he ; impoffible it can be. 

Well, well, all flill is lafe— yet, how is't with me ? 

Down, boiling fptritSj down \ — By death, I fwear 

K The 
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The uniycrfc is altcr'd to my view, 
And ihcws, like nature feen through langulne cryftal^ 
Ofle vaft, tremendous, conBagratiori all^ 
Peace, thou art gone.— Fie ! fie \ — Come, great revenge 
Teach me to clip the pinions of her pride, 
And fink her to the level of my feet ! 
There let her lie, until flie dafp my (cnets 
To beg, in mercy, what (he fears as hell. 
Eifter D I A N O R A. 
DlANORA* 

Lo !-*-here I ftand. What tortui^ mor? ? I'm iready., 

M A N u £ L. 
PeerleTs of form ! woman of charms divine ! 
The Cydnus-wafted queen were but thy foil; 
For in this loofe array thou'rt doubly fair : ' 

It well becomes the languor of ths'limbs. 
Which droop in all the negligence of wQe« 

DiANORA. 

Bafejefter! 

M A H u E t. 
No; on honour, diou'rt tranlcendent. 
Had eYer eyes fuch radiaitce ! How, meek-orb'd, 
ThCy nselt beneath the pearl-difttlling lids, 
Whc^e Ihady lalhes half impede their beams. 
And fecm departing funs *twixt dripping boughs f 

DiANORA, 

jBad man ! retire. 

M A N y E L. 
Surely you'd frenzy me, 
Py folding aJ! that's lovely in rcferve ; 
For coynefs tempts e'en infafit palEon on, 
K.eceding> Hill in reach, evaJive Hill, 

'Tiy 
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Till, having rouz'd both appetite and pride. 
She leu him fcize die bait, and hoolci him hA. 
Can ly then, ftand and contemplate alone i 
tio, I mufi touch, muft feed— 

D I A N O R A. 

Detefted wretch 1— 
Tliou an To curft, that, hatinj, ftill I |h^. 
My woes will finlih with my days ; but thine 
WiU gnaw ihy wlccr'd Ipirtt evermore. 
What will relieve, when thou lialt howl in anguilb. 
Shrieking aloud, "■ Ah me, my friend I my firiend I 
** Who lov'd, protefted — aye, and fufier'd for me-— 
" Him iirft t murder'd" ——Yes, thou didft i^ traitoi-f. 

Makoej, 
Well then, I did— 'twas at that price I bought thee'i 
Yield, therefore, inftant yield thee to my will j 
For thy reliftance idle is and vaiot 
DlAMOKA. 
Tyrant! thou'rtlhar'd. The fieDd,wbotempts thee, Ihiilefl 
To fee thee graip at guilt beyond thy pow'r. 
Far as the moon beyond the flretching babe^ 
Who thinks no barrier 'twixt his wtlh and him ( 
For, Qiuuldfl tiiou dare affront with touch prol^m^ 

IDrawi « dfggir. 
This potent kty^an ope the mortal door, 
A;id Jet th' exulting fpirit wing aloft, 
Leaving a corpfp impregnable to infult. 

Manuel. 
^e this vaunt prologue put to inftant proof, 

D I A K O ^ a. 
Cwne on, then j try ; I brave thee to the teft. 

K? Manusi., 
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Manukl. 
Yes, I will trji Ihee. 

[Makvbl uops eftnJvJ£iig-Jterty and^jham 
Caklo9 at a biiei bttwetn bwt Sm^UU 
There ! behold thy fon. 
Carlos. 
Mother, O, he^ ne, help \ 

D I A N OK A. 

My Kfe !— My precious ! 
Manuel. 
Wom^, remain. £il<fnrinents are mUpIac'd: 
Yieh^ ere y^u think to interchange c^refles. 

D I A N O R A. 

Nay, he's nune own ; I bore him. 
Manuel. 

Thou flialt win him. 
Of his cold carcafe only fliall be thine: 
Choolc, then, decide. 

D I A N o R A. 

O, horrible !— He dares not—^ 
This hideous pageant, fcbeta'd to llartle me, 
Shall fwell the Sam of unavailing efforts. 

Manuel. 
'Tis very Carlos t murderers they ; this (led, 
Of edge keen-tempcr'd' — (hall he try it ? fay ; 
Come, thy refolves ; now, inftant, let me know diem > 
For may the deadi, I doom him, light on me. 
If thy denial fwim not in hb' gore ! 
D I A N o R At 
O, baleful ! blafphemous ! 

Manuel, 
Will you not bend ? 

t) I A N O R A. 
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tio^ Bent, 
Mahobl. 

Letbimdie; 
you dwre, ftrike booK; swqr wA lrii% aw^Jb-b.. 

DtAWOKA, 

HoUt bold— By all dtat's lacred before God and man— 

C AltltOS. 

Don't let tfaem hurt mc; — tcU me wliat Tire iota, 

M A tt Q S &. 

Wdl, ait dectded^ 

DiAwaftA. 
Yet a moment's pxuSe.^ 
My Fa^r> and my Goi^ Oj tho* of mercy. 
Look donv, laok dow% upon tbe wretdied'ft wamtt^ 
Thit W rvs'd tb* imploring eyes of anguifli. 

And guide her at her ck<»ce Qiiuce > Lofe my boy t 

Him, M»lcef, whom thou gav'ft me with fliarp dvoc* i 
No ; let thy pity wath the ftain away. 
If I devottd fall b) lave my oSipriog.— • 
1 jneld— Exult, thy viiftory is figfial. 

- ' M A K u s L. 

Ec gone, prepare thee j — but no delp'rate thoughts j 
He'd ftraight accompany— Doft uBdecftand me ? 

, D I A N O K A. 

O, miiery ! 

Manuel, afide is tbe Bandit. 
Di^tch him fpeedily. 

[Exiunt Banditti and Carlos, 
Di A NO a A, 
Oh I I can bear no longer.— See me down. 

See 



N Google 



yo THE REGENT: 

See vhat you've brought me M.— O, Manuel !-«■ 

M A N D s L. 
Tis paft; you fluke we notj uife, arire. 

D I A N O R A. 

Tbt agony's too vaft: I rtfe no more. 

lFttlUng ta tbt a^b—JSbma witbln. 

Enter P E D » O. 

PeDRO. 

AH'sIoff. 

M A K U E L. 
Arm, arm [——Where ftorm they? 

P S D R O. 

They're within. 
Manuel. 

Oat on thee, coward!— Rally, beat *em back. 

(Exit Pebro. 
Conrufion ! Baffled M\> I'll fini(h here, 
Xiet what will threaten. Come, no more delay ; 
He dies j bethink thee— — 
Enter tbt Ba VIS IT, with Cak to s'$ehaths bUftfy. 
Bandit.' 

Sir, die boy is dead. 
M A N U E I.. 
Fool ! (fnatches the cloaths.) 

[Exit the Bandit. 
Dianora. 

Dead I 

O Goi of heav'n ! — 'tis Carlos- 
Felon, let go— (Tears the ckaths frem Manuel.J— — 

Look, look, they ft^in my hands \ 
His precious bloo;i, ftill yiAim with life ! — My boy's ! 

They've 
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They've kill'd toy only love—Help I Treaibn I Mwder 1 

Manuel. 

Hark— 'What i — Anlsddo !— then, 'tis [Jain he live! i— 
I'll nuke thee fure, at Icaft ; hence to thy fon ! 

[Ai ht rtms f«_^«A.Dianora, 
Enter Aksaldo, Solirno, atid Soldiers. 
A N 5 A L D o. 

H^ld, monfter, h^d ! [Ra^ng i^n Manuel. 

DiANOKA. 

My lord! Myhufband! ah 1 

[Ftiimt. 
Mahd BL, 
Still doft thou fkulk within that loathed Hclh i 
Ihop'd 't had been anatomiz'd by worms. 
Fate wars againft me t but Gradenze's blood 
Can brave its malice, and dciies thy point : 
Boldly I ftrike for vi<^ry or death. 

Vtbej fight. 
AnSaldo. 
Hence, t» dty native hell I-—' [MANUELy<r& 

Manuel. 
Borft, cleave, ye vaults — bail ruin upon all I 
Sunder the^ earth, and ^wn to fwallow us ! 

Thy boy, ihy boy ttO, had I marr'd his turfe . - 

She has dcap'd me : — damn'd but for a dream I — ^ 

■ Agun—hcddjhold, ye iiejiils!— they drag medown-— 

One moment— Qh !^^ll mf,— Mercy ! help 

, . Ahsaldo, 
Joy of my lift, he's dead— Revive, revive. 

4 McditnkS} 
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MetUoksa Ae cc4oit dgttcs ioto bcr Upt. 
MjT: lov^ tay Dttmn, wftnr OK. 

0-IAK-OKA. 

S^ wn I nad f or ic it Lord An&Uo I ■ 

Ahsalso* 
liifMRiidixova AoAdok .- 

DlAHOK'A. 

But> my boy \ 
My life ! ray little darling [ oil ! <A I oh ! 

IPfitait^ to the ckatii, 

' Am 8 A LOO. 

]£temal Power ! — 

* ' MiAtr GouKS witi Carlos. 
■ Go MIS. 

Hwc 10 me crovm your bUs t 
^Betsftit Uefe fm, d»t «4iich alone was wandng. 

S OLBRKO. 
A miracle 1 

D I A N O R A. 

A -c^owd of miracles ! 

My^ildT myholband t adi !>^vheK weyref* 
Not cm earth ? 

A K S A L D O. 

In ^adifri my dear ooes I 

DiAHOKA. 
How 'Icap'd my child ' 

Gomez. 
I £ir'd him ; it was I. 

DiANO RA. 

Then, be di6u bleftj till time IhaH be no more ! 

G O U E z. 

f I^ft thee, fix'd to die, or to protc£l ' 

Affiled 
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The fpe6tator and reader of the follow- 
ing performance, will find the manners and 
cudoms of Mexico and Peru introduced, as 
appertaining to xhejirji difcovered natives <rf 
the weftern world. — This deviation afforded 
the author an opportunity of introdudng 
manners and cudoms, more congenial to 
dramatic ufe, and more particularly of pre- 
fenting from Marmontel's Incas* the pa- 
thetic tale of Cora and Jlmzo* 

To Mr. Harris, the author offers his 
acknowledgments for the extreme attention 
he has paid to this performance, and the 
magnificent decorations he has beftowed 
on it 

For the zeal and talent, manifefted by the 
performers, the author's befl thanks are 
due. 
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WRITTEN BY W. T. FITZGERALD, ESQ. 

SI'OKEM BY MR. HOLMAN. 

When famed Columbus nobly dared to brave, 
The utitry'd perils of the Weftern wave j , 
Ten thoufand dangers in his pafli^e lay. 
Dark was his nigtit, and dreary was his day! 
The rude companions of his bold defign, 
Fatigued wi[h tuil. againft their chitf combine: 
When fudden — burfting on th' aftonifli'd view ! 
A world difcovered, proved bis jtuigment true. — - 
*' Yet blact ingratitude, the Gieat Man's fate I 
" Purfued Columbus with envenomed hate; 
*' iiut minds like his a bafe degenerate lace, 
'* Might meanly pcrfccute — ^but not difgrace : 
" The noble foul its energy maintains, 
** In fpiteof duBgcons, tyranny, and chains." 

The fons of Europe found a guilclefs race, 
No fraud was veiled beneath the fmiling face } 
Tb.ir manners, mild, benevolent, and kind, 
Pourtrayed the cloudlefs funfhine of the mind ; 
Dlefs'd in their Prince's patriarchal reign, 
Whofe power relieved, but ne'er inflided pain, 
1'heir placid Hvss no fancy'd evilMcnsw ; 
Th.ir joys were many, and their warns were few. 
One cullom with their virtues ill agreed. 
Which made Humaniiy with anguifli bleed } 
Compelled at Superl^i lion's flirine to boiv, 
The haplefs victims of a cruel vow ! 

, Tiitir 
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Their fwMteft maids were often doomed to prove. 
No joy in friendship, nor no blifs in love ! 
Yet love and nature cannot be fuppreft, 
The figh win heave, and palpitate (he hrifafi j 
For fpice of vows, which Heaven's wife laws difowii) 
Love fits triumphant on the heart — his throne! 
And breaks chofe fetters bigots would impofe, 
To aggravate the fenfe of human woes I 

The rigid laws of time, and place, our bard. 

In this night's drama, ventures to difcard : 

If here he errs — he errs with him whofe name. 

Stands without rival on the rolls of Fame ; 

Him whom the paffions own with one accord. 

Their Great Dilator, and defpotic Lord I 

Who placed aloft on Infpiration's throne. 

Made Fancy's magic kingdom all his own, 

fiurft from the trammels which his mufe confiiKd^ 

And poured the wealth of his exhaulllcfs mind ! 

Though Shakspeare's flight no mortal Jball purfu«- 

CotUMBUs' ftory patronized by you. 

Will yield an ofF'ring, grateful to his dull — 

A Britifli laiirelon a hero's buft ! 
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JJRAMATIS PERSON^. 



Columbus 
Alonio 


— 


Mr. POPI. 
Mr. Hplman, 


Harry Herbert ^ 
Doaor Polores — 
Bribon — — 

Roidan — — 
Valvenlj — — 


Mr. Lewi^t 
Mr. Quick. 
Mr. Mukden. 
Mr. M'cREADV. 
Mr. Thompsoh 


Mofcofo 
Captain 





Mr. Cubit. 
Mr. Faeiev. 




Adventurer)! ari4 Soldiery, 




INDIANS. 




Ormiiri^ 
Sdafco 
Caialpo 
Cuto 


— — 


Mr. Farren. 
Mr. Harley. 


^r- ^ 


Mr. POWKLL. 
Mr. EvATT. 




INDIAN WQMEN. 


Cor. 
Nciti 


— — 


Mrs. Pari. 
Mrs. EsTEN. 




Frielb, Prielleires, Warriors. &c. 



* Thofc Uoes with Uvcrtcd CoBimas are omitted io the 
repKfentqtion. 
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HISTORICAL PLAV. 



ACT 1. 



SCEUR I.— Oh untfide af thejiaii a fikht hfjiips, with b 
Parties leading to the Temple of the Sun.—ht tht hack- 
graand the fea. Titlte, fun-rift. 

Catalpo and Prtijis from the Temple^ who range 
themfelves — then enter Orozimbo — they how ft 
him as he paffes. 

Orozimbo, projlfathg himfelf to the fun. 

SOUL of the univerfe, who from thy glittering 
throne beameft immortal fplendour, as thou 
haft permitted the ftars for their appointed hour 
to befpangle the veil of night, now o erwhelm all 
manner of glories in the greatnefs of thy efful- 
gence, and be once more wclcom'd by thy de- 
voted fervants to delight and blefs the world !— 
Catalpo, conduit hither the virgin deftincd to re- 
ceive a prieftefs' facred office, 

B Cataipo 

n,g-,jP(JNGl.)0'^lc 



Catalpo exit, and re-enters tvilb Sol Aico, lead- 
ing in Cora. 

Snl/jfio (kneeh.) Mighty chief! 
Oyozimha. Rife, good Solafco. 
Solafio, 1 here prefent the darling of my age to 
be devoted to the fervice of our god. It will be 
worfc than parting with my life to lofe the com- 
forts of her dear fociety — but the bright fun, our 
gloriou$ deity, demands fuch excellence to be 
configned alone to do him honour. — Pardon, my 
king, an old man's tears ; but nature will not al- 
ways, without aftruggle, yield to duty. 

Orozimh. Thou haft, indeed, devoted to thy 
god a precious treafure ; but tell me, Cora, can 
thy youthful mind freely refign the livelier joys 
of focial life, and reft contented in feclufion and 
tranquillity ? 

Cora. My father's will has ever fway'd my 
thoughts, from the firft hour that infant fenfc 
coii'd learn obedience : — Should he doom my 
death, his mandate would be met with equal le- 
iignation. 

Orozimh. Thy pious mind, which knows ta 
yield fuch diity to a father, will well befit the fer- 
vice of thy god. — But hear the facred tenour of 
the law which binds a prieftefs to her duty. — 
Should the heart, to heaven devoted, become the 
prey of facrilegious love, our law configns its 
prieftefs, and the accomplice of her giiilt, to in- 
llant death. Her parents and their offspring are 
pledges for her faith, and fliould her flight elude 
offended juftice, their forfeit lives muft exftat« 
her crime. [Cora Itnvs to the fun.'] Now to the 
altar, and record youf vows ; then, as our cuftom 
is, come forth to ihltie Queea of this feftive day^ 

the 
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the laft you are to know exempt from facred 
duty. 
[ExeuHt Cora, Solarco, and Priefts, to the Temple, 

{During the latter part of this fiene the fun becomes 
obfcured by clouds, and thunder and lightning iJJ'ue 
from ihem — the fea much agUdted. 

Catalpho. Great chief, behold what envious 
clouds obfciire the glories of our god. 

Orozimbo. Say, Catalpo, what mean thefe bo- 
dings ! [^AJhip appears from behind aprojeHing rock. 
And lo ! — What monfter's that, whofc wings bear 
it buoyant on the angry main ? 

\_A cannon is difcharged from the fh:p. 

Catalpo. See ! — From its throat thunder and 
fire burfl. forth, feeming to brave high heaven. 

Orozimbo. Be not difmay'd — fummon our war- 
riors. [,to Cuto,] Cataipo, let the priefts attend. 
^Exeunt. 

Scene II. The Country. 

Enter Orozimbo meeting Cuto, IVarriorSf and 
Indians. 
Orozimbo. My people, we'll to the fliore — 
Should they prove mortal foes, we'll meet their 
thunders, or if the engines of infernal power, 
what can virtue fear ? — Truft me, the Deity we 
ferve, will re-aflume his fplendour, and proteft 
his chofen people. [Exeunt, 

Scene JII. A Flew of an Indian Country. 

Enter in proceffion, Indian Officer — Warriors — Indian 
Mufic — Cuto — Archen — Standard of the Sun — 
Cora — Friejls of the Sun — Indians bearing pre- 

■ fents and £anner% — Nelti — Indian 'ffiunen bear- 
B 8 JSf 
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(Kf Pre/ents — Warriors — Orozimho iu a Cart 
burnijhed with Gold, fupported on the jhoulders of 
Indians, and attended iy Nobles with golden Slaws 
— Warriors. 

Scene IV. 7'he Sea Coafi. 

Three Ships are feen at anchor, and Boats come to 
Shore with martial Mujic and Colours Jiying. 

Enter from the Boat, Columbus, Alonzo, Roldan, 
Valverdo, Harry Herbert, and the reji of the 
Spanijh Adventurers. — Columbus lands firfi, with 
his Sword drawn — be falls and embraces thf 
Earth, during which 'Time there are three Cheers, 
md a difcharge of Artillery ; then the refi follow 
and contf forward. 

(Holumbus. Firft, tohigh Heaven, who thus, with 
never-fading honour, hath crown'd its pooreft 
fervant, let me pour forth a heart o'crwhelm'd 
with gratitude. And now begin the important 
work which heaven has delegated to us — Ercdt 
the facred banner of our faith- 

[7he Crofs isere£ie4on one fide of thefiage. 

Alonzo. Brave auqciates ! join with mein praife 
of him, who hath atchiev'd what ignorance, with 
fapient flirug, and fatisfied, benumbing prudcncp 
derided as the chimera of a madman's fancy : 
falling at his feet^ let us be proud in being firil to 
pay due homage to fuch furpafling excellence. 

IThey all kneel. 

Colurnius. Rife, lifej — rather, niy Alonzo, in 
thefe arms receive my thanks, thou, next to 
heaven, my firmeft friend. Ye men of Spaiq, 
let what has pafled admonifli you in what may 
be to come — keep in your minds the time when 
wc had gained the courfe which fhut out the 
eaftem world ; how you beat your breads, op- 
preffet^ 
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prcffed with fear and fuperftition — How, with 
womanilh tears, you bade adieu to life, and blub- 
bered oat a requiem for your fouls; then cm- 
bracing defperation inftead of fortitude, I was to 
be your facrilice ; and this body, which has been 
your conduft to wealth and honour, you would 
have given to the fea, and ignorance and cow- 
ardice would have triumphed. 

Vaherdo. Mighty Sir, forgive us ! 
Columbus. Freely, good Valverdo — Let tlie man 
ftand forth, who, at a time fo fraught with peril, 
firft difcoveredland. 

Herbert. [Coming forward,'] It was my good 
fortune. 

Columbus. Thou art not a Spaniard. 
Herbert. No, your Excellency, I am an Eng. 
liftman; and tho' we Englifhmen are an odd, 
whimfica! fet of fellows, yet we generally con- 
trive (and I truft ever fliall) to keep a good look 
out a-head when ourfuperior is in danger. 
Columbus. Tell me your fortunes. 
Herbert. My name is Harry Herbert ; I am do- 
fcended from as refpeftable and independent an 
anceftor as the world can boaft, — an Englifti yeor 
man ; but the civil wars leaving my family little, 
which my imprudence foon made lefs, I thought 
that, altho' King Henry was deprived of the 
honour of this enlerprize, that did not preclude 
his fubjeds; fo I (hipped myfelf off for Caftille, 
where I had juft time and caQi enough to tall a 
dozen limes in love, and into other fcrapes, be- 
fore I had the honour of embarking on board 
your Excellency's fquadron. 

Columbus. Herbert, thou doft honour to thy 
country. 
^erbfrt. Then, Sir, I am glad, that for once I 
an^ 
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am even with it ; for I am fure my country doe« 
honour to me. ilndian mujic without. 

Roldan. Behold a crowd of people, many of 
whom feem clad in facred veftments — Their drefs 
»!id ftandardsbefpeakthem greatly civilized, and 
iull of wealth. 

Bnter in procejjion Indian fyarriors, bearing a Standard 
of the Sun — Orozimbo, Cora, t^c. 

Orozimbe. {Defcends from his car.'] Strangers, 
■ft'ho I'eem to be above the race of mortals, inftrud: 
us how to honour you — If you be children of the 
Sun, behold our priefts, who with perfumes and 
libations, will welcome you to his holy temple ; 
or, if human, here are fruits to feed you, dwell- 
ings to flielter you, and garments to clothe you. 

Columhus. Ciiief, you behold in us the children 
of mortality ; but the power we ferve, in his high 
mercy, has bellowed upon us fuperior gifts; 
thus, thro' unknown feas to brave the imperious 
furge, and to conftrudt engines which can fweep 
thoufands from the earth — But that Deity com- 
mands us to proclaim his name with peice — The 
King, our mafter, wilhes to enrich thee and him- 
felf— this hardy metal, ufeful in all the purpofes - 
of life, he will exchange for thofe thy countty 
may produce. \_Prefents a hatchet. 

Orozimbo. 'Tis very ftrange— Thy King much 
wrongs himfelf — all we have to render is our 
gold, but that we find fo yielding, and fo ufelefs, 
' it were an injury to offer it — Indulge the cunofity 
of a ftranger. 

[Orozimbo, with Columbus, Roldan, Heti 

bcrt, Nelti, Catalpo, idc. move up thefiage^ 

Monzo. Oft has a tender glance efcap'd my eye, 

impeli'd by Beauty's power, and froi;i my bofom 
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the foft figh inftinfttvely has ftolcn— Many a 
fair Caftilian has enforced this teft of admiration, 
but now my every fenfe feems drawn by power 
magnetic to ihat lorely faint — Permit me, iaireft 
creature, to ezprefs my admiration at the charms 
which now prefent themfelvcs — the' all the won- 
ders of a new difcovered world difplay their rival 
novelties, yet, now that I behold its firft of won- 
ders, all elfe exads from me as little notice, as I, 
I fear, have power or merit to command from 
you. ■ 

Cora. Strange you wrong yourfelf, and hold m« 
tinikilful to diftinguifh, when you fuppofe defert 
like yours can pafs unnoticed — Your praifcs of 
the humble Cora, tho' they have caufed no vain 
emotion, yet ever will the mind receive with plea- 
fure, praife e'en unmerited, when 'tis beftowed by 
thofe who claim our admiration, 

^/oHZjj. 'AH that the warmeft fancy can depift . 
in the bright colours of ideal excellence, can 
never reach that exquifite perfedrion nature ex- 
hibits — how muft I blefs my happy fortune, 
that bore me to a clime which boafts an or- 
nament like thee. 

Cora, ^Afidf.^ What new emotion rifes in my 
bread — I fear to a& my heart from whence it 
fprings. Ob, Cora ! thint of thy facred duty- 
think of the vow which pafs'd thy lips fo lately .— r 
Stranger, the' facred hofpitality commanded me 
to pay this courtefy, yet now a higher duty en- 
joins me to defift. from further converfe. 

Alonzo. Let me entreat one inftant 

Cora. It muft not be— my conduit is controlled 
by rigid laws. Farewell. — Oh Cora, what days 
of wrctchednefs art thou doom'd to fuffer ! 

'lAfide^ asjbe nitres to the priefts. 
AlotiZO' 
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Alonzo. What cou'd fhe mean ? " Her con* 
dudt is controlled by rigid laws."— If fhe be def- 
tined to another, my lot is mifery. 

Orozimbo [with Columbus, coming forward/] 
In harmony and peace 1 rule a free and happy 
people, and I were unworthy of my kingdom, 
did I not endeavour to the utmofl: to convert the 
name of ftraoger into friend. 

^Exeanl Orozimbo jKiiColumbuSj ^amiin hand ; 
Friejis follow ; then Alonzp^^oldan, Val- 
verdo, &c. and the Spatdjh and Indian Soldiers 
— One party bam to the aofs, the other to the 
fun.} 

Manent Herbert and Nelti. 

Herbert, And fo, my pretty Indian, you live 
very happily. 

Nelli. Yes, all the day long. 

Herbert, And have you no monks who pray for 
you, difpute with you, and burn you alive when 
you don't think as they do ? 

Nelti. Oh ! no. 

Herbert. Poor devils, what a way they muft 
be in. 

Nelti. Don't you come from the other world ? 

Herbert. What, you fee fomething angelic 
about me, eh ! — Yes,, my love, I come from a 
little paradife, call'd England. 

Netti. Is England a world ? 

Herbert. A bit of one ; bur, little as it is, it 
fomehow contrives to manage all the reft.-*- 
Shou'd you like to live in England ? 

Nelti. O yes ; I fuppofe Engiilh women, arm'd 
with fpears made of that pretty, hard iron, climb 
the mountains, and deftroy the wild bull, 

Herbert. Deftroy the wild bull ! No, my dear ; 

'Our.E^gliQi women find prettier amufement in 

encou- 
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encouraging the breed of horned cattle— the 
ufe of the pretty, hard iron is confiiled to the 
men, and no great favoorite there ; for I know 
tnany flouriflieis of fpontoons, who have acurfed 
antipathy to cold iron.-^Who is that elegant 
creature you were converfing with ? 

Ne'ltL Her name is Cora ; flie was this day ad- 
inittrd a prieftcfs of the Sun. — The hkndfomeft 
virgins are always fclected to fuftain that facred 
office. 

Herhert. The handfomeft ! you wertf then, on 
that account, dot- — ^-^ 

Nelti. Did I fay the handlbmeft ? Oh dear, I 
mean they feleft thi moft fedate — for, from this 
day file muil never leave the temple, or converfi 
with any except the piiefts. 

Herbert. Except the pricfts ! Oo where yoil 
Vili, you find thdfe gentlemen always contrive 
to be Well taken care of^^woald you like to be- 
come a prieftcfs ? 

Nelti {fi^htngr^ Laft night perhaps 1 fhould. 

Herbert. Charming tenfibility ! and may f, 
my fweet girl, interpret that figh in my "favour ? 

Nelti. A'h, you will not love me. 

Herbert. Not love thee ! — By Magna Charta, I'll 
t-efign my life, fortune, and liberty to thee.-^^ 
belides, I'll bring thee beads, cloathes, ihufic-^-* 

Nelth Ah, that is not love. — ^They only try 
to pleafe the eye, who find their aiftions cannot 
tooch the heart.''— no prefents or toys could in- 
■ fluence Nelti. — no, not if you were lo give her 
an iron javelin and a tame tiger. 

iierheri. Indedd ! — very delicate prefents for a 
Jrbunfg lady. 

Nelti. 1 wifli I cou'd make him loVe me-^how 
"flo women in England gain thcfr lover's hearts ? 

Herbert. Generally by ufirtg them like dogt.-*- 

'for, -When a woman ftudioufly avoids looking at 

C amant 
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a man, abufcs him on all occafions, and is kind 

to every one clfe, we naturally conclude they love ; 
each otiier to diftraiSion. 

' Nelti. I never can find in my heart to ufe him 
ill — Wliat ugly thing is that ? 

Enter Dolores and Bribon, from a boat. 

Herbert. A dodor of phylic, who having killed 
all his patients in the old world, except his wife, 
who woii'd never take his medicines, has ven- 
tured hither, in purfuitofnew patients, new fees, 
and perhaps a new bed-fellow, 

Neltl. And what's the other ? 

Herbert. A lawyer and a coxcomb. 

Nelti. What's a coxcomb ? 

Herbert. A reptile, my dear, that is found in 
abundance in all countries, and yet is not eafily 
defcribed — it is a kind of mongrel, which men 
drive from them, becaufe they hardly confider it 
as belonging to them, and the women won't re- 
ceive, becaufe they think it won't breed. 

Do'ores. All fecms pretty quiet. — I fay. Bri- 
ber. 

Bribon. What do you fay, Doftor Dolores ? 

Dolores. This feems curfed mild, wholefome, 
unprofitable air for a phyfician. — But heaven is 
merciful, wherever I go, patients increafe. 

Brihon. There feems plenty of gold, and plen- 
ty of gold, plenty of law, follows as naturally as 
a bill of cofts. — I fay, Doftor, do you fee that 
fweet, pretty, wealthy-looking girl— 

Dolores. I fancy I (hall have fome pretty fe- 
male practice here. — I was a great favourite in 
Spain ; for my maxim was, always to ftick by my 
friends to the laft. 

Herbert. Do&or, welcome to the new warld.-r- 
ft), you kept on board till all was quiet. 

Dolores, 
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Dolores^ To be fure — confidcr the importance 
of my life to you all ; but my chief reafpn was, 
that the famous aftrologer, Doftor Diego Diab- 
lafco, told me fomething ill would happen if I 
were ralh — but there feems no danger — that's a 
very pretty girl, and 1 love a fine young girlal- 
moft as much as I do fine old gold 

Herbert. And have you, Dodor, fo foon forgot 
your old helpmate in Valladolid ? 

Dolores. Ah, poor old Dorothy ! But, Lord, I 
hate conftancy as much as I hate health. Permit 
nie, fweeteft of favages, to enquire after the ftatc 
of your health — how is your pulfe ? let me feel 
how it beats — beats. [_Taies her band, 

Nelti. Feel how it beats ? Perhaps it beats 
harder than you think 

•Dolores. Then there's the more necefllty I 
fliould feel it, my pretty, pretty — 

Nelti. There, then. [Strikes him. 

Dolores. Zounds ! a dozen fpch patients wou'd 
do for me I 

Herbert. Dodlor, I hope to be honoured with 
the hand of this charming girl. 

Dolores. Oh, with all my heart — I'm fure I've 
had enough of it — but you can't marry her. 

Herbert. Why, thou profeffar of the glorious 
art of manflaughter ? 

Dolores, Becaufe the Pope allows no religious 
ceremonies with hcreticks — all dealings with them 
muft be in the way of plunder and glorious in- 
trigue. 

Herbert. The Pope ! pfimw, I (hall fit down 
here for life, contented with a little — I'll build a 
neat, convenient houfe, after the faftiion of the 
country, with a plain filver door, and a diamond 
Jtnpckcr. The apartments fliall be merely lined 
C i with 
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with plates of gold, neatly carved— the fophasof 
filver tifliie, and ftuiFed with thi; down of hum- 
ming-birds — As for frefco-work of emeralds, ru- 
bifs, pearls, amethyfts, and fuch nicknttcks, my 
wife may oi:nament her dairy and dreffing-roprn. 
with them — in. ftiort, I'll have eyery thing in 9, 
fnug, comfortable way, without fhew or expence 

Dolores. Without fliew or expence! Pray, great 
Sir,-r-wiU you allow a poor majito gather up the 
' ^blps, and now and then take a pee.p into your 
-golden apartments? 

Herbert. Why, Dolores, by the time I build, I 
fancy ya\i'U have a fnyg leaden apartment of youn 
own-i—fo, go count beads inftead of ducats, and 
try not to chpat youtig Harry out of his miftrefs, 
l)ut old Harry out of your foul. 

[$joetmt Herbert and Nelii^ 

Br-lhM. Zounds! lets follow; for who knows, 
but in a minute, thefe fayages may knock my 
brains, out, w(ih one of your ibinrbones. 

Dolorts. Come along — Oh, I wilh \ had the 

dpjftorifig of ypu. for a week, ycxiiEi^iftimaftiflr,, 

{^Exeunl^ 
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ScEUE l.-^Tke Sjianyb Camp* 

Enter Columbus, with apartjf qf/olJiers, guarding^ 
ctktirs, cha'mdt meeting Roltjan ii;n^'V Overdo* 

ColumhHs- 

UNGRATEFUL irjen, thus^ in. a mofneoC). 
to deftroy ipy brjghwft. bo()es. — see thetu 
clofely guarded. \_Exeunt Soldiers, guarded. 

Koldan, would thou think k, thofe wretches 
(dead to prud«t>ce as. to honor) bf)v;c dama'dthe 
name of Spaniafd, they, have ijeviled the IndUa 
prief^, aiid with, iinmauly oufrage, have torn 
away the golfien ocoaments that decked the loye-. 
ly breafts of innocooce. — The men, ^x;afperatedii 
eaU to. the Caqicjuc foj: vengeance ; I, at the ha- 
^rd of my lif^e mufl follow,, and appeafe his 
^ft refentm^l:.. {^if* 

Fal^erJok. Shql}, thei) a brave Caj^itian be dis- 
graced with bonds,, for flawing diTrefpefl; to vile 
idolatry ?. 

Roldan. No, Valverdo. — Soon fliall this up- 
^rt Genwfq, Columbus, feel the juft yengeajice' 
of infultetj Spain f^^fitfiwf apaper'}. — JVly brother 
in ambition, look on this paper. 

Val^erao. What's this — the royal lignature ? 

Jiolda".' Mark me. — When oiir gracious Queen 
cinbraced the fpriunes of this foreign Viceroy, 

and 



NGoDglf 



14 ■ • COLUMBUS : 

ever proffered her regal ornaments to equip his 
ileet, the mtnifter, Foneca, jealous of the fame 
that might attend this enterprife, worked on the 
fears of the fufpicious Ferdinand, to execute this 
co[nnii(£on of controulj which, now Columbus* 
conduift gives pretence, arrays me with the power 
of crufliing his authority, and with difgrace re- 
turning him to Spain. 

Vaiverdo. Glorious hearing ! 
, Roldan. Do thou, Valverdo, tamper with the 
troops, prefs on their fuperftitious minds the in- 
jury our faith will fufFer by winking at idolatry ; 
tell them, the way to fudden wealth is eafy, had 
they a fit commander— infinuate — but we wafte 
words — about it, good Valverdo. [£ji7 Valverdo. 
For 'twere prefumption to inftruft a monk in 
vUcs of glozring cozenage. ^Retires up thejlage. 

Enter Alonzo. 
• The fatal wound is given to all my hopes — what 
years of blifs.had my foul fondly piftiired as Alon- 
Eo's lot — Oh, lovely Cora, muft then thy beau- 
ties never more beam their bright radiance on me ? 
•^Had'ft thou been doom'd to fill another's arms, 
1 had indeed been curfcd, but not fo deeply ; for 
i might s:ill have gazed upon thy heavenly form 
■—have lifiened to the fweet melody of thy loved 
voice, and known delight even in mifety — -But at^ 
is gloomy horror now before me. 

Roldan. I hope I not untimely ii^errupt your 
meditations. 

Alonzo- Roldan, the conduct of thefe Indians 
obfcures our European virtues, and we are come 
to be inftruded, not to teach — The good Colum- 
bus has appeafed their juft refentment, and, at 
the requeft of Orozimbo, confents to liberate the 
prifoners. 

^oldan.x 
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Roldan. 'Tis well \^foews a plan of attack'] but 
as we muft fecure a place of lafeiy ( for it 
were madnefs to repofe confidence in favages) 
here have I drawn a plan which muft render the 
town an eafy capture. 

Alonzo. The town a capture ! 

Moldan. Doft thou not underftand me ? 

Alonzo. I hope I do not. 

Roldan. There is no fafety but in their dcftruc- 
tion. 

Alonzo. Roldan, thou furely can'ft not be fo 
daran'd as think it — What, ftab the fond heart 
which overflows with love and adoration for thee — 
trample down facred hofpitalicy, and credt the 
throne of treachery and murder — by the great 
God of juftice, firfi: thro' this body thou muft 
foice thy way, thou traitor to humanity. 

HolJan. Soft-hearted fool, thefe mawkifh vir- 
tues have ever been the fainted garb of cowards. 

Alonzo. Coward! [T&eyjighh 

Enter Cuto, with Indians, who rujh in betzveen 'em, 
Cuto. Thanks to the God, this arm receiv'd 
the ftroke that wou'd have ilain you. [To Roldan, 
Alonzo. Good youth, thou blecd'rt — Pray take 
all care of him li/iiids his handkerchief round Cuto*5 
arm'} Roldan, if yet thou need'il a ftimulus t<J 
virtue, look on that Indian, and in the name of 
heaven, do not ftain thy honour and thy man- 
hood with treachery and ingratitude. 

Roldan. fortune permits thee now to fchool 
me — but, boy, thou Ihalt feel my power; go to 
the Viceroy, tell him that Roldan lackeih bro- 
therly affection for the poor Indians, and add (for 
by the power of vengeance it is true) that Rol- 
dan is liis covenanted foe — that he bath given 
free doin 
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"freedom to thofe'Gaftilians he dared diTgrace with 
bonds, and thsit.'by thee, he greets his Excellency 
with defiance and contempt. (;Exit Roldan, 

■jilmzo. Perfidious, bloody villain ! Oh, my 
friends, dangers I fear await you — ^I blulh to fay 
we have among us thofe whdfe vilcnefs your pure 
nature cannot itnage. Let us prepare to meet 
the worft— fummon your warriors, while I in- 
ftrudthem hbfr Beft to guard each place of 'van* 
tage — I'll to the Viceroy, and ftiould this Roldan 
ittempt to execute his villainous intent, depend 
on his proteftipn. \^Exit Alonzo, with ladtant. 

Scene II. J Retired Plate, 

Enter Columbus. 
Columbus. All happinefs is mingled with alloy— 
I've rriumph'd over every oppoiition malice and 
folly raifcd to check my glory — I, now, in Eu- 
roiie's eye fliall ftand arrayed in all the honours 
which fuccefs commands — thofe, who if accident 
liad thwarted my reafon -founded fchemes would 
with important ignorance have fcoffed at the filly 
Vague projedtar — will now, with panegeric fuH . 
as thoughtlefs, admire my fonitudc, and ap- 
plaud my pTe-fcience — yet, when 1 have at* 
tained the fummit of my wiihes, when I fliou'd 
give feme little reft to my care--wom mind, which 
long has Ilruggled with adverfity; when I might 
contemplate with joy, the virtues I have foUnd 
in this new world, virtues more rare than all the 
riches it abounds in, — ■! find I have coddufted to 
this haplefs (pot, hearts black with difcontent^ 
and factious jeatoufy, thirfting for pluoder and 
for blood ! But if determined rigour-*virtooas 
txample— 

Enter. 
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■EKter Herbert, running. 

Herbert, May it pleafe your Excellency-rl 
beg your excufc ;— but I am fo choaked with 
rag€, and breathlefs wkb running, that I have 
fcarcc power to tell you— your troops have mu- 
tinied. 

Celumhits. Mutinied ! Explain. 

Merbtrt. Roldan, Sir, that — ^but I know a fol^: 
dier's duty too weU, to fpealc ill of t fuperior. 
ofHcer, or I'd tell your Excellency whatacurfed 
inhuman fcoqndrel I think him — Their villainy 
and ingratitude is beyond belief — they murmur 
that you won't give them leave to cut the 
throats of thefe innocent Indians — They call for 
K-oldan to head them, and I'll do him the juftlce 
to fay, he would let them indulge in fuch pretty, 
harmlefs ^iverlion, as long as there was a throat 
left in the country. 

Columbus. This demaeds my inflanc prefence— 
Herbert, in half an .hour, attetid me at the camp. 

Herhett. Oh, if I had that Roldan in England, 
rd hang him up without judge or jury— tho', on 
recoUedtion, I have fixed on the worft place in 
the world for hanging folks up, becaufe a great 
man like me wills it—" but now for vaigeance— 
*' and yet I don't know bow it happens, that aL* 
" tho' in fome things I am a tolerably aftive, in- 
** duftrious fellow; yet when I have to feck re- 
" venge, I gro* fo infernally lazy I can fcarcc 
" find in my hsart to fee about it." 

iExlt. 
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Scene 111.— The Sea Coajl—a boaifiatkned. 
Ealtr Roldan, with Troops^ meeting Valverdo. 

Roldan. May I truft that look propitious— =Oh, 
let thy words confirm it— how haft thou prof- 
, pered with the foldiers ? 

falverdo. They more than met my wifties, 
and the daftard few, whom confcience kept in 
doubt, I foon Won over by the ftimulus of plun- 
der, rpiced with our Church's difpenfation — in a 
word, ■ they have all fworn, that on a fignal given, 
they will defert Columbus. 

Roldait. And in an hour, to a fairer promifer, 
wou'd they abandon me. — It mads me that I muft: 
climb the heights of proud ambition on the 
fiioulders of fuch a crew of mongrels. — My de- 
ftgn is to fend Columbus, loaded with chains and 
accufation, a prifoner to Spain, and with him, 
thofe hen-hearted fools, wbwe fuperftitious fcru- 
ples might prove troublefome. 

Vahtrdo. With deference to your happier po- 
licv, do you pot riik by this the wrath of 
Ifabella ? 

Roldan, Not a whit. For, unlefs Valverdo> 
thou haft made fome faint thy enemy, wlio, in 
mere fpite, may work for them a miracle, they'll 
not fatigue the royal ear with much complain- 
ing. — To-be plain, the veffel which ihall convey 
them hence, is fo ftrained, crazy, and unfit foe 
■fervice, fhe . cannot weather out the flighteft 
ftorm, therefore, the firft rude wind that blows, 
will fend them to explore another world.-^But ■ 
hark, that trumpet fpeaka Columbus.— Now, 
fdFtuae, be my mend. 

Enter 



jnGi.)0'^Ic 



AN HISTORICAL PLAV. -i^ 

Enter Columbus, Mofcofo, <i«ii ti-oops.' 

Columbus, Roldan, what means this outrage, 
this treafon to thy King? Why fpur on to def- 
peration and rebellion, your few miftakcn fol- 
iowers, whom my power, did I not abhor revenge, 
could in an inftant fweep from the earth ? 

Roldan. Cokinibus, on thee let me retort the 
name of traitor. — I ftand here, chofen by the 
general voice, the avenger of their wrongs.— 
'Tis thee they charge with treafon to their King, 
aflert thou wink'ft at hcrefy, and I»aft made ihcm 
the flaves of ^vages. — How doft thou anfwer ? 

Ea/ff Herbert. 

Columhas. Anfwer to thee ? — Roldan, prefs not 
my patience farther. — But to convince thee, trai- 
tor, how h\(c are thy afperfions, and that I 
reign fovereign in my people's love— ^mark me, 
be this the tell. [Takes a/pear from one of ihefot' 
iters, and throws it hetzveen him and Roldan, di- 
viding the Jlage.2 I-et all, who do nor in their 
hearts believe i mean rheni fairlv, and judge 
thee worthier to command them, p^fs that jave- 
lin without fear or doubt. — Be that the barrier 
betwixt my influence and thine. 

Roldan. Much it glads me thou haft proffered 
(o fair a trial ; and 1 fwear, if they approve thee, 
1 will rcfign into thy hand my fword and life. ' 

Columbus. Now, my brave foldiers, hear my 
firm intent ; I will lead you on to weaUh, but 
not by maflacrc ; I'll make you all, the wonders 
of the world, rich and beloved. — Then, without 
controul, decide your fare; but, remember, — you 
have but one ftcp t» make from honor to dif- 
grace. [Valvcrdo, and tkofe o» Columbus's ^i/<r, 
^afs over to Roldan. 
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C^mhus. Be it fo — men without hearts arc. 
not worth regretting. 

[Herbert, who boi been ponding on Roidan's 
fidtj after eyeing with contempt thofe who de- 
fined Columbus, ^ajfn between the froHt of 
thejiage WRflldan, /o Columbus.] 

Herbert. Great Sir, accept my humble fervices. 
— defpife not him, who honours you — pray ex- 
cofe thefe tears — let me embrace your knees. 

[fdZ/j, and embraces his knees. 

Columbus, My heart! my heart !— Herbert, 
thy gratitude unmans me. [Embraces him. 

Roldan. Now, Columbus, look on that paper i 
by it thou'lt find thy Kingdiftrufted thee {giving 
the pi^er.'] And pray you all remember, I ex- 
erted not the high authority of which my fove- 
reign thought me worthy, 'till he was deferted, 
ana defpifed. 

Columbus. Peace, fiery indignation ;— down re- 
bel heart, — and do not choak my utterance. — 
"Well, Viceroy, [gi'^ing his Jiaff to Rcihhn'\ where 
are your racks,— your inftruments of vengeance ? 

Roldan. Oh, do not fear~we mean notorture. 

Columbus. And think'ft thou, villain^ the fub- 
tilefl inquifitor, who has out-damn'd bis fellows 
in inventive cruelty, could give a pang like that 
I feel, in feeing thee poflelfcd of power to make 
the happy wretched ?— Oh my poor Indians, who 
fliall now defend you, when this traitor, fit leader 
of his band of dzmons, like the arch-fiend, new 
lighted on a world of innocence, fhal) difTufe his 
devilifli fpirit, and extend hell's empire. 

Roldan. Bring forth his chains [Columbus is 
chained^ — for fo the King enjoiu'd he ftiou'd be 
fent to Spain whenever he proved unworthy. 

Herbfrt, 
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Herbert. Chains ! Hell and fury [Arams bis 
fworiy but is 4i/arme^ Confuiion i 

RoUan. Captain, obferve that with ftrid atten* 
lion you obey your orders, [pointing to Herberi'^— 
for that.ftubborn rebel — bear. him to torture. . 

C«lumbus. Hold, Koldan-^— thy ven^antfe 
mult be moA complete when I dcfcend to aik a 
favour from thee— let my humility glut thy vJn- 
dif^ve wrach.— Allow that . Englifhmao to ihare 
■ my fortunes. 

Roldan. Bear him away. 

Columbus, Roldan, a wretch like thee Should 
have a coward's caution. — Doft thou not dread, 
that in his dying moments, when, in defiance of 
thy tortures, (lor 1 can read his noble foul,) he 
braves thee to the lall, and glories in a death of 
honour, doft thou not fear he may infeA thi*, 
ruffian crew with fome ^int fparks of honeAy, 
and make them lefs fit inflruments for thee } 

RoUan. Bear him to death. 

Herbert. Heaven preferve your Excellency.— 
Will you, great Sir, condefcend to indulge the 
lafl: wifh of vanity, and, when you have nothing 
elfe to do, write to England the flory of my 
fate ; that when my fortunes (hall be enquired af- 
ter, my friends, with joy fparkltng thro' a tear, 
may (ay, Herbert fiuck to his commander io 
the laft, and died as an Englifhman ought. 

Columbus. My noble fellow^ thb band iball juf- 
_ tify thy fame. 

Herbert. Then I am eafy. — May your portion 
of happinefs be equal to your virtues — farewell. 
— ^yij Roldan.] Perhaps, Sir, you never were at 
the death of an Englifli game-cock. — Will yoti 
do me the farour of aueiuluig (ny execution } 

Roltkf. 
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Roldan. Take him from my figlit. 

Herbert. Hands off, reptiles ! {to Roldan.] That- 
you are the moft infernal fcoundrel the devil ever 
made a friend of, all your worthy aflbciates about 
you will, I dare fay, aUow — but 1 brand you with 
the name of fool, for enabling an humble man 
like me, thus to triumph over you, to defy you — 
fcorn you— laugh at you— Hands off, reptiles ! 

[Exit ^^tvheit, guarded* 

Columbus. \jo Roldan] Is then my triumph for a 
world's difcovery, and the trophies which I bear 
to Spain, to tell attending crowds my glory, 4 
body bowed by ignominious fetters ? 

' Captain. Pardon me. Sir, if I prefume to beg, 
that I may fo far mitigate their rigour, as when 
on board, to free the noble prifoner from their 
weight. 

Columbus. You know not what you aik — wiftj 
me to forfeit the honours my King has heaped on 
me — no, thefe are his gracious gifts, and I've hot 
yet learnt to difobcy him — and here I tow before 
that jiower who cheers the foul of fuffering virtue, . 
tho* their cankerous rivets corrode my very bones, 
no hand but Ferdinand's ftiall free me from them — 
By heaven, my fo\il pants for the moment, when 
thus accoutered, I may meet his prefence, and 
aik him — how I have deferved thefe favours from 
him. 

Officer. All is ready. 

Roldan. Bear him then on board. 

Exeunt Roldan and Troops. 

Columbus. Thou guardian of the innocent, to 

thy fupreme protedion I commend the generous 

natives of this haplefs land ; affift them to defend 

i their 
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their libcrcies from the fell grafp of this detefied 
crew — To them extend thy mercy ; and let me 
pour my thanks for thai celeftial fortitude whicK 
glows within my breaft — with jt I can defy the 
ftorms of fortune, fafc in the approval of aguilt- 
lefs mind, which, not deferving wrong, can never 
feel difgrace. 

{^Exemt Columbus and 4^/f«i^»/i lo the Boat. 

Enter Orozimbo, Alonzo, and Indiax Warriors.— 
A\onzori/Jbes to the top of lie Stage. 

jiJonzo. Oreat chief, your fuccours come too 
late — alas ! he's gone ! Oh ! for vengeance on 
that traitor, Roldan.; — -may this arm drive him 
from the earth, which groans at bearing fuch 3 
wretch, and hurl him to the infernal gulph, as 
yet untenanted by any fiend fo curfed. , 

Orozimho. Alonzo, doft thoa not blufli to 
call ihefe wretches, countrymen, who fpurn ac 
facred virtue, a.nd fecm 10 court pre-eminence 
in perdition. 

, Alonzo. Spain, thou hall loft thy glory — pride 
and fanaticifm have rear'd their bloody banner, 

and virtue flies to foreign climes for Shelter 

Orozimbo, to thee aod to thy country 1 dedicate 
my life — Hark ! [^Cannon difcharged'] The cannon's 
ireful throat, wont proudly to proclaim defiance, 
now throws alon^ the wave a folemn found, as 
knolling a departed friend. 

Enter Herbert without his Cbak and Doubkt. 

Herbert. I have cfcapcd the blood-hounds — 

Zounds ! how I fcampered — I never before knew 

I was 
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I was fo eminratlir gifted with that fafliionablfl 
milicary^ accompliflunent, retreating. 

Jloaza, What means this ftrange appearance ? 

Herbert. I'll tell you — that cannibal, Roldan, 
vas, I believe, a little inclined to be dainty, and, 
wifliing for a choice bit, configned me over to 
Valverdo, who flMd man-cook on the occafion— 
he ordered me to be fcored like pork, and then 
toberoafted; and the humane pried remarked, 
there was not fo excellent a receipt for infiiring 
the love of heaven, as taking half a dozen here- 
ticks and broiling them gently over a flow fire- 
Acknowledge Roldan Viceroy, fays he — I'd fee 
you damn'd firft, fays I — fo, watching my op- 
portunity, I gave the prieft a Cornilh hug, fliewed 
his fcuUions a fpecimen of Englifli wreftling, and 
ofT I came, trufled for drelUng, as you fee me. 

Jlonza. Well, my brave friend, thou then wih 
ud our caufe i 

Herbert. Do you fuppofe that T, who had my 
forefathers chopped to atoms in deciding the pre- 
■ferencc between a red rofe and a white one, will 
ftand idle in the caufe of humanity ?-^No, ^ve^ 
me a fword, and if 1 don't, without benefit of 
clergy, execute that prieft, Valvcrdo, whom the 
devil has fenc hither as his plenipotentiary, make 
me commander in chief to all the cowards in 
Europe. 

Jknza. ffo Oroz/ffj^tf.] AA in purfuance of the 
plan I gave, and with a rampart circle in the 
town, then let but hunger, that harbinger of mu- 
tiny once aflail them, they, like cppofing poifons, 
will foon deftroy each other, and lave your darts 
the labour. 

Orozmho. 
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Vrozmho, Trad me, brave people, thefe gc»ds 
ire vulnerable — foon ftiall you behold rour ja- 
Velins burnifhed with their blood — hunger and 
thirf): is their's as well as our'sj ^d the foul of a 
Spaniard takes its flight frotn a wound, as fwiftly 
OS an Indian's — — liead oo'. ^ 

'Exeunt* 
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ACT m. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — The Temple of the Suit. 

Catalpo and Trlefts ajfembled round Ih Atiat. 

Enter Orozimbo and Alonza. 

Orozimbo. 

MATCHLESS infamy ! how could the vil- 
lain Roldan think fo poorly of mc ? the 
tender of his fricndfhip was fufficient infult, 
without the terms on which he ofiers it. RefigD 
thee to htm ! purchafc by treachery the fricnd- 
fhip of a traitor,— and for what ? Had he the 
power to ratfe me above all the glories ambition 
ever coveted, Ihould I not, after fuch a crime, 
fit pining 'midft my fplendour, the vi^m ttf ac- 
cufing confcience, finding a curfe in every bleffing. 

Jlonzo. My heart burns with impatience to 
lead your valiant troops to juft revenge— but let 
vigilance and caution guide us. 

Orozimbo. My friend, do thou Jireft us at thy 
will — {to the priefis] — prepare the riies, the fa- 
criBce for war, and let the prieftcfs who was laft 
received a fervant of tlie Sun, approach the altar 
with her facred prefent. 

The priejis range round the altar — foldtng-doors 
opeuf and priejiejies enter and range On eacbjide-^ 
Cora enters, bearing offerings in sgoUUn bajket. 
jHonzo. 
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Abnzo. ** *Tis flie — 'tis Cora — fupport me, 
** heaver this unexpeded fight o'erpow?rs 

Cora, [not feting A\omo, advances and kneels at 
the attar.} Thou, glorious Sun, accept oar hum- 
ble ofieriiigs — receive with favour the tightcons 
homage of our grateful hearts — If thy chikireQ 
e'er have broken the laws of hofpitality, if ever 
they have failed to greet a ftranger^with a bro- 
ther's love, they nor deferve, nor dare to hope 
ihy fatherly proteftjon — but if they have not 
merited the wrongs they fuffer, prcferve— prole*^ 
them ! 

[Triefts end priejUffes profirate them/elves ;— - 
Catalpo laieifrom the altar an ImUan weapon^ 
vnd gives it to Cora.] 

Cdtalfo. Prieftefs, bear to our chief this confe- 

crated weapon, it Ihall defend the Sun's infulccd 

gloryjour fovereign's, and his people's rights. 

[Cora refeives the weapon, and in bearing it to 

Orozimbo, fees Alonzo — exclaims, — ** Oh, 

heavens I"-:— drops the weapon, and falntS'- - • 

Alonzo endeavours to ajjijl her.'] 

Catalpo. [to Alonzo.^ Forbear the proffered 

kindnefs elaims our thanks; but thy unhallowed 
hand wou'd be a profanation to a prieftefs' facred 
pcrfon. 

Orozimbo. What means this tremor? — What 
ihock fo fuddenly has ftruck that lovely frame ? 
Cora, I know not — a momentary weaknefs — 
[Cora is borne off by the priejiejes. 

Orozimbo. Let all attention wait her— ''tis but 
the effeft of apprehenfion frpm her inexperience 
in her facred office^ 

£ 2 Alonzo. 
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JloKzo. Sic feemed tnucli agitated — rT'Ho\i 
Khali \ bear this aggregate of mifery — r-my 
agony I fear will fpeak, wh^t ihou'd be hid from 

Orozimho [jlo the priejls."^ Conclude i-our rites; 
and may the power fupreme accept our fervent 
prayers, and pe our l^uinble offerings grateful tp 
liiin. \Tbe Scene ch/ei.2 

ScEUE II. An Indian Town, 
Enter Dolores ^nd Bribon. 

DolQrea. 1 tell yoo, this new world is cl^tnnie3 
^ith wizzards and aftrolpgers, that whiz about in 
the night time, raffing iliorms, tempcfts, and 
tnifchiei"; and can tell the day a man i« to die, 
\yith as much certainty as — as — ' 

Bribon. ^sy'ou can thedcath of -four o^n 'pa- 
tients. 

Dolores. And can prolong your life yftr after 
year as eafily — — ^as you cari a law-fuit; . 

Bribon. But what curfed luck it is to'be ci>oped 
np here with a parcel of favages, who know as 
much of lirigatioit, as I do of the war-whoop — 
here I fee gold CROugh to make tile fl judge; 
but I can't get a bit bi^ Enough to buy' a fcra{> 
of parchment* 

Dolores. Curfe the new. world, I f^y— there is 
not a mail in it watits.a phyfician but myfeif— 
If I cou'd but have gone back wilhColiimbus — 
be tn'uft b)' this time be near Spain, and perhaps 
old Dorothy's dead. 

knter Nelti. 
^ebiX/ghs.^ Shall I never fee my dear En- 
■ ■ ■ ' glifliman 
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^Ufhtnan asiiii ? 'He j)leaf«s mg rh^arc v^n jin- 

Briban. Singutar cafe-*-jdMayi {4^ued tnyaofe 
iwbeii prefeat, ^ItiJisdAax v^nASeaw^aJdiu/i- 
■tagHelti'] Mo& smdiabte and wMldiy -foij^-lK- 
^aH u dawyer lUii & chrifttan^ irdto tviil ighie tyou 
the fee fimple of tris tetuit, 'aftd mtcetve in rorocn, 
all:70Uiicrvc^&Dd{i^&&J aUiyQiKjrnoiiQy.-^iDaftar, 
i AviHi 7o join i^tie -hece-^J'ii ico^plof ^a J^ 
Oounle^— "lay ibmetbing -i&r jne. 

Jboliires. i viuil:^! will— rf^;*/ & NisUi,^ '^V 
'dear, 'beauuf4iI,gold&acb,xhat.^:Uew,ii'a<wicJted, 
-chead;^ lawj^r. 

TBr^mt. l^Bt iiE^ikHng^nqr bufiisf&lar me. 

Dolores. 'Look 'wifti 'sn eye of comnriferatiwi 
ton one iriio 4ove3 Ate.— Oh, .bow 1 long to 
kifs tbofe pouting; lips. 

i(feft/. You u^y cwature, if -you touch m?, 
I'll cry out. - 

man declares -fte-wiBcty out, and 'when ITay'IwiU 
^ive a man a ducat to fave him from ftarving, I 
ibdieve «elai'eiboth'a|)t tO'be^oarO^dly nrocrcuian 
our words— come, oae bofs^— Oh lud« x»h fhidE! 
how tnuch in love I am ! 

Bribon. ^ouioU^Eopagstiir of jjoHons, '^isithit. 
thc'Wa.y you mplead 'tny caufe'? IBy iieaven, imf 
■de«r, tiiatiold Baffin ii£ts lulled;.mcie cbaaallttbe 
•Wavdes/ia&fiain. 

fftW. Is -alDflaor a'braro > 

'Bribon, Tes, my ^ear, with an univerftty edq- 

fation — why, you old idol of grave-diggers,'have 

tiot you confouiKled 'all diftinnion between a ipre* 

|cription aocl a deaih-warrant— had not you a r,e- 

■golar 
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gular annuity from the utniertakcrs^-have not 
you cheated me out of thoufands, by making 
people die To fail, I had not time to make their 
wills ?— here's a pfctty fellow to make love to a 
fwcct girl — Why, he's as blind as jufticej as un- 
feelmg as a whipping-poft, as difeaicd as a laza- 
retto, and as old as a chancery fuic. 

Dolores. Oh, you Janus-faced villain— -Wbat, 
-traduce my fame ? — ^was not I alw'ays a favourite 
with the women ? — when their hufbands were iH, 
did not the dear creatures always fend for me } 
— had not I the honour of receiving a gold medal 
from the inquifitlon for keeping a man alive ninfe 
days, during the moft excruciating, torture ?— 
and. did not 1 cure you of a crick in the neck, 
which you got by ftandlog in the piUory, you 
one-car'd raical } 

Neiii. Yonder I feeHerberti and Ihou'd he 
find you here -- ■ 

Bribon, He, I fuppofe, wou'd make his cane 
join iffue with my head— I abfcond. 

{.Exit. 

Dolores. Oh, you cowardly villain ! what, run 
away — egad, I'll be off too. 

{ExiL 

Ntlli. {alone} Now I'm alone, IHl praftice fuch 
beha^viour as, I son lold, the women in the other 
world ufe, that I may win .the heart of my dear 
Englifhman. — Firft then, I maft avoid him' — 
certainly — but that I'll do fome other time— then 
I muft abufe him—true, but how ! — Oh, were it 
my tafk to praife, how prodigal would tnis heart 
be in pouring- forth its ftore, which niggard now, 
will not afford one harfli idea. But I muft wy— r 
ah, yonder he comes— wfcU, I'm quite indifferent 
whethe^ 
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whether I fee him or noft— I'll not walk in his 
way, I'm detertnincd. 

IRftires tp theftagt. 

Enter Herbert, 
Herbert. It's always my infernal luck to be in a 
rage — to think that thefe innocent people, who 
lived as happily before the Spaniard's came, as 
the people in a village do before an attorney 
comes among them — Siould now have gridirons 
for beds — and what they think worfe— ^the Spa- 
niards place on their bodies, which were as free 
as Ehgliihmcns — an indelible mark of flavery.^ 
Oh, I hope nobody will contradict me to day— I 
wifh I could fee Nelti — her Toothing fondiwfs 
would— ^ — 

Nehi pajfes him [Jinging^ 
Ah, Nelti,' how do you do ? [/(?»i/.J— My love! 
my love ! ! [kuder.~\ 

Neltu U it you ? I declare I did not obfenre 
you. 

Herbert. No— wha might you be thinking of, 
my dear ? 

Nelti. That fuperior being, the elegant Alonzo. 
ilerhrt. You were ? and pray what might in- 
duce you f 

Netli. Heighol [Jghs.'j 

Herbert, My fweet girl, I'll tell y^u what. I 

have been in a moA infernal rage, and I am not 

fure it is quite abated-^fo, to prevent miftakes^ 

kifs me, — ^nd, if you pleaie, we'll hare no jokes 

at prefenc ; for, tho' I love joking pretty well, 1 

love kiffing a devilifh deal better. 

Nelti. [iiparfj YV hat a charming e^ed unkindncfs 

has 
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hm-^'tH even givft bUa frfenty qft'i— reeHjTj Sp, 
3rou mull pofiel's a coniidcraJltl« Ui»rt-e(. vaiyty^ io 
ftq^fing there tstio ohjed Worthy iQy regard-but 
you — don't deceive yourftif— you, — whom Do* 
lores fays, kicked the wamen, and were kicked 
by tbc iDcn. 

NerSerf. He ^i that, did hof Wlwn I bans 
rtre honour of meeting him, I'll toy wh«bM I 
bare forgot my bkking. BtK— rounds, did noa 
yoa tefl me you adored me ?■ 

jWfft/'. But then I had fcatcely feen the -dcgaoc 
AloQZo^ the fage Dolores,— btfidcs, that was Rime 
time a^Q. 

J^rlxrt. Whew 1 ! ! 0U> there muft !)« forac 
miftake — certainly one of the wizards old Vo- 
lores talks of muft have been bul'y here— buc 
come, Nelti, have done with folly, and tell me 
5roa Itove me Jinccrely. 
Nelfi. I with I couM— but — ' ■■* 
Herbert. Damn your huls^ yon imp of mif- 
ch'tcf, what do you mean ? — have you encouraged 
me one day, to make my mortificatioBs greater 
the next } hive I left the jilts of one world 
to find the fame whirligig tricks in dnpthtr-^ 
dofi't pFDT<Ae i^e, or, by Sc George and his 
dtagpn, I'll — dambation, that a man cajl'tj^ witb 
honour^ beat any woman but his wife; 

Nettl. Oh dea?, J have gone too far— Harry* 
Hafry! 

Hfrhtft. Keep out bf my Way* or by all th« 
betoes is ^gland I Hull never contain myfelf--* 
do.:;'t eoiaentacme, talkof nje, or think of me-^^ 
Go to AIoiizo, — go to tlie dodor; or go to the 
devil i and a& long as you are a£ mifcrable as t 
wiih you, dam*mt if I care where you go— - 
[Exit. 
Neitk 
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Neiti [_ctying.'] I find I don't know bow to life 
a man ill-"I was a fool for trying it — I can't teU 
how Englifli women manage— but I am very fure 
I was made to ufe men kindly. 

Scene IV.^Tke Spanifh Camp. INight.'} 
Enter Mofcofo and SpaHiardSf with booty. 

Mofcofo. Our commander Roldan, muft not 
think of fluring in this rreafure — damn fubordi- 
nation — are not we Chriftians fuperior beings ? 
and have not we a right to murder as many In- 
dians as we think fiti* 

ift Spaniard. Aye, to be fure ; if they won't be- 
come Chriltlans quietly, we muft broil them till 
they do. 

Enter Spaniards, pulling in Cuto. 

td Spaniard. This is the faucieft Indian we 
have caught yet — all good words are thrown away 
upon him, fo, bring in the rack. 

Mofcofo. Come, be content to work and become 
a flave, and we'll Ihew you how to live. 

Cuto. No, give me your tortures, and I'll 
fliew you how to die. 

Enter Roldan. 

Roldan. The hour feems big with horror, and 
the vivid lightning, blazons the murky mantle of 
the night with awful fplendour— Mofcofo, why 
are you abfent from your guard ? — carry that 
gold to my tent. 

Mofcofo, I won't— I tell you what. Viceroy, my 
F maxim 



NGooglf 



34 COLUMBUS: 

m^Un isthi«, — always to obey my camnatiAer 
to ihc Jaft drop of my blood, while he lets tnc 
have my own way — why, you are not b Spain ! 
by St. Lucifer, 1 won't part with tbe goW, (o, 
what fignifies oppofition, when you kjiow_you 
can't help yourfelf ? 

Roldan. Oh, Colurhbus, how fully art t^ou 
now revenged — [(^e^ — execrable wretch ! — but 
we are friends— the common fafety requires obe- 
dience, and only to prefcrve you all from death, 
I venture to oppofe your wills. 

Mofcefo, Welij well, I am fatisfied — I am of a 
fweet difpo&tion — I have murdered many a man 
without bearing him the leaft ill will. -f^ 

RoldoH, Who ij that Indian ? ^^' 

Mofcofo, I don't know ; but he's a damned 
faucy one, and minds no more dying, than we 
do killing him, 

Roldan. Has the t(»ture extorted no fecrets 
from him ? 

hkjiofo. We have not began to pinch him yet. 
^A noife is beard^ with thunder and lightning. 

Roldan. What means this horrid noife? The 
earth trembles. 

Mofcofo. Oh, mercy ! 
■ Roldan. Cowards, proceed to extort confeSion 
from that reptile. 

Mofcofo. I won't touch a bair of his head — do 

70U think I am a favage } how the ground (hakes ! 

[Noife again, 

RolJan. This war of elements is aweful, and 
may make thefe half-formed villains fqueamifli. 
i4lid£. 

Mofcofo. Could you find in your heart to tor- 
cure 
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tare a poor fcUow-creature ? We'll releafe that 
Indian. {To Rold^o.} 
Raldatf. Well, belt fo.— 

f Cuto is releajii, and mt. . 
But let not fouls like yours be daanced ; 'ris not 
the firft tempeft you have wiineffed — cheerly, my 
friends. 

{Exit. 

Mofcojo. I think its quite gone off— bring thaf 
rafcally Indian back, we'll' — 

[Noi/e inereajis. 
Oh, mercy ! why, this is an earthquake- 

ift Spaniard. Earthquake — aye, a terrible one. 
Mofcojo. The earth feetiis ready to open and 
fwallow us up — let us find ttto prieft and get ab- 
folution — Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 

{^Extunt. 

Scene V.—A view of the Temple of the Sun. In 
the hack ground a mountain* 

\ThundeT and lightnin^.J ' 

Enter Alonzo. 
Ahnzo, Where'er! turn, 'tis ruin all and death. 
The wrath of heaven, roufed at the crimes it views, 
pours forth its mighty vengeance. — " Oh Grod of 
" jufticc— may thy awful power bury within that 
** earth their fins incumber, all who for thirft of 
** gold forget humanity, and dare to make thy fa- 
*' cred name a fand;ion for their crimes." — In this 
hour of horror, how does my anxious heart beat 
for her fate, who ntver can be mine — this tem- 
ple's hated walls encircle all that on earth could 
make me bleft— but how can I approach her, and 
F 2 to 
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to remain uncertain of her fafety, is worfe than 
death [a harp tioi/e, and part of the mountain is dif- 
lodged.j — E'en now, perhaps^ the earth entombs 
its richeft treafure. [^ turret of the temple is thrown 
down] — The dreadful ihock increafes. — Spare, 
ipare my Cora ! 

\_A violent crap — a part of the tempk is thrown 
down — through the chafm Cora iifeen dinging 
to a column — Alonzo runs in, and bears her out 
~—Pe faints. 

Alonzo. Revive, revive, my angel ! let no fears 
affail that fpotlefs bofom — Turn not from him, 
who, 'midft this fliock of nature, knows no ter- 
ror but for thee. 

Cora, Whither am I borne ? What art tjiou ? 
Tell me — 'tis he, 'tis he — the conftant object of 
my thoughts.! 

■ Alonzo. Has Cora e'er heftowed a thought on 
on her Alonzo." — Oh joy unhoped for. — " In this 
" dread hour to fliare thy fate was all my utmoft 
*' wifhes could afpirc to — but now to hear thee 
•' own a mutual flame, is blifs which bears my 
** raptured mind almoft beyond the check of 
** reafon." 

•Cora.' How my heart beats at this unlooked-for 
meeting. — How lirtle could I hope to be thus 
blefs'd a few fliort minutes fiiice, when I expected 
death at every rude commotion — yet, even then, 
on thee my thoughts were fixed — thee I im- 
plored to aid me, and my laft ligh would have 
■ breathed bleflings on thee. 

Alonzo. Oh my Cora, how thall I tell thee 
what I feel at this excefs of tendcrnefs. 

^A violent pock, and a Volcano emits its fury. 
Ha ! 
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Ha! heaven! my joy had banilhcd from my 
thoughts all fear ; and mult we, muft we^ at a . 
time like this, glut the devouring earth, or drown 
in floods of fire— let's fly to feek for fafety. 

Cora. Safety — 'tis here \jhrowing berfelf inta his 
armsj. — within thy arras I dread no danger. 

Ahnzo. My heaven of blifs, to 4ie in thy em- 
brace, death would have no p^wer to infliA a 
pang, but thy dear life is all I have to hojje of 
happinefs on earth, and heaven diredt me to 
pteferve it. 



^ND OF THE THIRD, ACT. 



ACT IV. 
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SCEiiE l.~-J rich country with an arhur. 

Alonzo end Cora difcovered. 
Alonza. 

MY Cora, methinks I never lived till now — 
all that has pafled of life, has been a dull 
journey to this point of happinefs. 

Cora. Alonzo — Oh, how' that name vibrates 
thro' every nerve ; and makes fuch fweet com- 
motion in each pulfe, as tho' they fwelled to 
emulate my lips, and ftroveto utter it. — 

Alonzo. How my fancy glows with all the hap- 
■ pinefs which awaits us — we'll fly together to the 
dear retreats, where nature reigns with uncon- 
trolled dominion— there, free from every care 
which dwells with bufy, artificial life, each day 
Jhall greet us with unclouded joy, and each new 
hour Ihall bring increafe of blifs — there fhall the 
dear delights of hufband and of father — 

Cora, Oh, Alonzo! [(he is near fainting^ 

Alonzo. Why droops my love ? 

Cora. Father, faid'ft thou ? — that word has 
from my lethargy roufed me to madnefs — What 
have I done ? — Love has with tyrant power fub- 
dued my foul, and forced from my fond mind 
each fenfe of duty and each tie of nature— where 
flwU 
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fhall I fly ?— wbere has the earth a place to hide 
a wretch like me i 

JloKzo. Donotdiftraft me,Cora — explain ihcfc 
terrors — be quick to tell me, that my heart may 
fhare in every pang of thine. 

Cora. Doom'd to the cmeirft lotof hvtman mi- 
fery, hear all the horrors of my fate — when I, 
with heart which ne'er had felt one fenfe of paf- 
(ion which it glows with now, gave npmy fuxure 
days to holy foUtudc, *' that I by fuch a facrificc, 
•' might heap more honours on a father's head 
'* than e'en his virtues could procure him"^ — I 
then (Oh, heaven) flioukl love e'er prove my con- 
queror, conCgned myfelf to death, e'en thee, 
Alonzo, that ralh oath condemned theetoo. 

Alonzo. Ceafe 10 bewail without a caufe — a few 
ftkort hours will bear us from the dread of all the 
terrors which opprefs thy fear-ftruck fancy- 
then hafte, my love. 

Cora. Whither, Alonzo? — What, leave my 
haplefs father and my filters to expiate my crime 
—they are fureties for me — my flight would 
doom their innocence to bleed for my offence. 

AlonZD. What doft thou utter ? — Am T — am I 
the author of fuch direful ruin — am I the mur- 
derer of thy guilclefs race? — did not affeAion 
check my ireful arm — did not my love command 
me to exm to Ihare thy doom, whatever fate de- 
cree it, no longer wou d I ftruggle with the hor- 
rors that I feel, but part with life and mifery to- 
gether. 

■ Cora. Is this the comfort thou canft give to 

Cora ? — Ah, why talk I of comfort — comfort's 

rfie lot of innocence — fliall guilt like mine — fliall 

blind diftraded paffion, hope to feel the dear 

felicity 
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felicity that virtue feels — Leave me, Alonzo, 
and prcferve tliyfelf ; then let tne fly to meet the 
worft of deaths, fo I may fpare my honoured fa- 
ther's life, and fave the offspring which has not 
difgraced him. 

AlonZo. Oh, ccafe, in pity ceafe — let not thy 
frantic defperation drive thee to certain ruin. 

Cora. Alonzo, can'ft thou counfel parricide — 
wouWft thou receive a murderer to thy arms ?— 
Lead me to the temple. — The tumult of the night 
may have prefervcd my flight unknown— then let 
me halle. 

Alonm. Muft I refign thee — muft we part— 
[taking her band'\ Oh', Cora, how hard a fate is 
ourS. 

Cora. Alonzo, if parting thus with thee, or 
inftanc death were left me to decide on, how 
fiiould I fpurn exiftence fo dearly to be purchafed. 
— But, oh, my father — my fifters — then let 
defpairing love prey on my heart — theanguifliof 
lemorfe Ihall never reach it. 

\Kxemt. 

Scene 1L— 7^ outfide of the Temple. 

jEjiter Alonzo and Cora, with great caution. 

Alonzo. 1 have beheld no creature, all feems as 
ftill, as if the late convulfivc ihock of nature had 
fpared no beings but ourfelves. 

Cora. For what a fate Alonzo, are we fpared : 
-—let me not think, or all my refolution will for- 
fake me — Leave me before I well can realize our 
parting; for if I give fcope to the dire thought, 
.madnefs or death niafl rob me of all thought. 

Alonzo. 
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Jlonzo. I will not, cannot fay farewell; for 
yetj propitious heaven may blcft us with cteh 
Other. 

Cora. Oh ! Alonzo — no more— 
[Alonzo leads her to the temple — they embrace — 
Jhe goes into the temple. — -He exit 6H one fide 0^ 
the Jiage.'] 

ScEKE VI. The Town. 
Enter Herbert and Nelti with a ^ipos-. 

Herbert. " Forgive thee, my angel — namo 
*' not the word — I like a woman to be a little 
" wljimfical in trifles, as long as ftie has the fta- 
*' mina of affeftiort at bottom — I am for none of 
** your ftill, quiet, good fort of women, thac 
-" make a man's life one continued dead calm-* 
" no — no — refreihing breezes for me — ^whenone 
" is fure not to be driven by them on the rocks 
** ofaverfion, they reilder rlie voyage of life free 
*' from languor and infipidity — " ' 

Nelti. Reft affured every future breath of mine 
fhall fpeak only affeftion arid efteem— *-but, my 
Herbert, to owe my life to thy protefting arm, 
is fuch joy, as makes me, fpite of its awful hor- 
rors, blefs laft night, which thus reftored thee to 
my aching heart. 

Herbert. My charming girl ! Egad, I thought 
,it was all over with us. V 

" Nelti. Oh, Herbert ! what uneafy hours 

*' have I pafled, and what melancholy thoughts 

" have been put into my head — look here — 

[Jhewiftg the ^fpoj.] 

'* Here is the prophefy pf eternal difcord — 

" here's fe^raiion for ever — here's = — 

G " Herhtrrr 
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" Herbert, Here — what's here— what does it 
" mean ? 

'* Nelli. Ohj by thefe braids of varied colours, 
" we can explain every thing without fpeaking^ 
*' as you do with what you call books — for in- 
" ftance— this knot fays you hate me — this tells 
" me you lovefome one elfe — by thi* I find we 
" were to be mifcrable — but by this. I find fcw- 
•* bracing him] we fliall for ever be happy." 

** Herbert. Who' gave you this — whM da you 
" call it ? 

*' Nelti. One of our necromancers. 

" Herbert. Necromancers — ha I ha f ha t 

*' Nelit. Every body believes in them— they 
** fay they cm raife ftorms and thunder — cam 
** tell whofe lives arc joined together 

" Herbert. Lives joined together — a curiou* 
" doftrinc 

'• Nelti. But ni never truft them again. 

" Herbert^ No, my dear,, truft only to me; 
*' and you'll certainly not have to deal with a 
" conjuror." 

Nelti. Here come thofe frights, Dolores and: 
Bribon — I fliou'd like to plague 'em dearly. '^ 

Herbert. Shott'd you, you rogue. — Egad, what 
you have told me about necromancers, and the 
ftrange opinion of your country, that people's 
lives are joined together, has given me aa ide* 
which will plague them confoundedly, " for 
•* their credulity in aftrology is equal to their 
** profeflional ignorance,"— This way, and I'll 
explain^ 

[^Retire up thejiage. 

Mntep 
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Enter Dolores and Bribon, quarelling. 

** Solores. Why do you keep following me, 
■** and chattering your curfed jargon — 

** Bribon. FU walk where I like, and talk what 
-' I like— 

*' Dolores. Very true — as nature here afferts 
** her rights, of courfe monkies have privilege 
*" to chatter wiihout fear of correftion, but" to 
compare your paltry profeffion with the noble art 
of healing ? 

Bribon. Why, to lay the truth, Doftors do put 
people out of their mifery. 

Dolores. Come, that's better than Lawyers, who 
put them into mifery, and leave them there. 

Brihon. Call ia a Phyiician, he kill^, or nature 
cures. 

Doiores. True ; but call in a Lawyer, and egad, 
kill or cure, right or wrong, is equally fatal-—" 
1^ feeing Herbert.] — Zounds J there's Herbert— 
huflj, be quiet — let's liften. 

Herbert a/id Nelti come forward. 

Herbert. You amaze me i Can it be poffible 
that your necromancers aie fo very potent ? 

Nelti. True indeed, my love. 

Herbert. This union of lives i« very wonder- 
ful, aad doubtlefs very true — If old Dolores 
knew that his life depended on another's fate, 
how anxious wou'd he be to know whofe — 

Dolores and Bribon run forward, and interrupt 
him. 

Dolores. I am very anxious.— - 

Bribon. I'd give half my eftaie to know it. 

f. G z Dohref. 

n,gNjP(JNGl.)0'^lc 



P4. COLUMBUS: 

Holoret. Lives linked together 1 — oh! I'v* 
heard of it. 

Bribon. So have I — it's a wonderful difcovery ! 

Dobres. To be fure it is. — Why, it account^ 
It opcc for thpfc curfed unprofitable apoplexies. 
What's that catrO-niDe tails ? [obferving the ^ipos. 

Herbert. By thefe knotty hieroglyphics, the 
necromancers expound the decrees of fate — Obr 
ferve. ^refenting it^ 

Dolores. Keep ofF-r-I would not touch it for 
the world — the idea makes me paralytic. *' I 
** hope my partner for life is one of thefe fine 
*' healthy Indians-' — long life to the worthy crea- 
" tures— -I love them in my heart, and fo I ought 
** — are not all mankind a kin to one another ?" 

** Herbert. So Roldan and his crew feem to 
** think, for they treat the Indians exaftly like 
** poor relations.. — :" 

Bribon. I'm exceedingly alarmed — wonder who 
they could find to couple with a lawyer's foul.— r 
Sweetefl: of women — :if you would condcfcend to 
enquire. 

Dolores. Oh, if yqu would obtain from the 
necromancer one of thefe conjuring things, to 
inform me who is inteiefted in my unhappy lot, 
I'd pray for you — I'd go to the devil for you — ■ 
I'd— 

NeUi. And never again teaze me with love ? 

Bribon, Never — never. 

Dolores. I'll hate you as long as I live. 

Nelti. Then meet me prefently — you fee yonder 
cave, 

Dolores. Yes. 

mti. 
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Nelfi. That's the dwelling pf the necromancer. 

Dolores, I won't go there — I would not fee his 
devilfijip for the fame of ^fculapuis. 

Bfibon^ Nor 1, to be the LycurguB of the ne\r 
world. 

Nelti. Well then, I'll take care you fliall pof 
fee him — fo, follow me, and I'll get you infor- 
mation will fee your hearts at eafe. [ExiY, 

Brlbon, 'I declare, what Ihe has faid, has made 
ure fo ill, I can fcarcely fland— Oh, lord, 1 am 
afraid my accomplice is going. 

Dolores. Come, Bribon, forget and forgive— 
'^gives him a pbial] and, as you are ill, there's 4 
^Jtetty, taftelefs medicine, that I'm fure will do 
you good, my dear friend — Dam'me, but there's 
a dofe for yon, however. f -^Jiti^ ttnd exit, 

Bribon. [_to Herbert.] And does that old fool 
think j'd enfure death by taking his curfed po^ 
tipns — dhj Sir, tliere is no way to deal witli 
jdodors, 

Herbert. I beg your pardon, give them fees 
while you are well, and nothing \^'ben you are ill, 
and they ^re not the ■ mifchicvous animals yoi* 
think them. 

Bribon. If the necromancer will but fpeak the 
jruth-T — r Exit. 

Herbert. Ha ! ha \ already I've performed a 
j^iiracle — for there- go a phyfician and a lawyer, 
ivilhiijg to find among men health andfincerity— 
This partnerfhip of lives is a whimfical kind of 
doiftrine, and yet, abfurd as it feems, I feel it 
not altogether untrue, for were myNeltt to die, I 
believe, Herbert, thy life woii'd not be worth 
many days. ££*■*'• 

SCBNB 
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ScEKE IV.-^The injide of an Indian houje. 
Enter Dolores. 

Dolores. How'anxious I am to know whom my 
precious life is joined ro — Ah ! here comes Nelti— 
Tell me, my dear girl— 

Enter Bribon. 
Get out of my way—— 
Bribon. I tell you what, old Hellebore, FlI— 
Ah, here flie coraes— ijow for it 

Enier Neltt with a ^ipos. 

Dolores. Sweeteft meffenger of fate, tell me the 
name of him, the cords of whofe heart are fo twill- 
ed with mine, that one crack will dtfleverboth. 

Nelti. Now attend— I faid to the necromaocer, 
Moft profound and learned fage, on whofe Mife 
depends that oS oiA Doftor Dominic Dolores ? 
fays he. Has he not a decrepid form— withered 
face — funk eyes— pug-npfc — paper lips — leather 
cheeks — ftraggling teeth — fays I, the defcriptioB 
fuits exaiftly— _He then gave me this, which in- 
forms me your life is joined to^^ 

Dolores. Whom ? 

Bribon. I hope fome rafcal, who will be banged 
in a week, 

Nelti, Very likely, for it is Joined to a lawyer's, 

and his name is Bribon (with deliberation, and 

feeming to expound the pipes'} when one dies, the 
other will inevitably expire. 

Bribon. Oh, lyd ! Oh, lud ! 

Dohres. Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! 

Nelti. 
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Nilrt. I fee I've made you quite btppy— fo, 
goodbye. 

[£»'/ laughing. 

Doioret. CTi, cruel late t that my precious life 
mutt depend on my mortal enemy — I can't bear it. 

Btiben. To be in the fame death-warrant with 
that old fuperannuafed vilktin^— Oh, *tis tot> 
much! 

IX^rf each Jit down lamenting^ look at each other 
fame iime~-firjij mitb fear and anxiety^—lheo 
■ they /mile and draw nearer to each oiher.j 

Dolores. I think it was ridiculous enough in us 
to quarrel about a iilly girl^ Eh, Bribon ? 



w. Very, Doiftor ; juft as if there were not 
unavoidable miferies enough in life, without matt* 
ing them. 

Dolores. True— bow do you do ? 

Brihon. Ymr don't look well. 

Dolores. My dear friend, let me feel your pulfe 
—Oh, lord, 'tis very quick. 

B-ribon. Dear Doctor, 6t down. 

Dolores. I fey, Biibon, you did not, (may be,) 
happen to (Wallow the contettis of the bottle X 
gave you {with h€jitation.\ 

Bribon. Oh, thefcoundrel !— [j^]— Firft telt . 
txc how you are. 

Dolores. Why, independent of my care for 
you, I am very well — fo, you did not take the 
medicine ? Well, its no great matter — I'm not 
offended with you — perhaps it's as well as it is. 

Bribon. What ati old villain ! If I thought it 

would not endanger his life, I would plague him 

heartily 
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heartily {_tiJiJe.^ I don't think, my dear Dofitor^ 
■you look ill. 

Dolores. Ill ! I never was better in my life 

Bribon. Egad I will — I'll plagde him [aftdi^ 
,and thank heaven, the cordial you gave me>^ 
which I have jiift fwallowed ■ 

holores. [greatly alarm'dJ) Why, you did not 
take it,-did you ? 

Bribon. Every drop— I dare fay it will do eric 
infinite good. 

Dolores. Oh, I dare fay it will — let rfle feet 
your pulfe again — perhaps it may give you a bit 
of a twinge acrofs the ftothach — but don't mind ic, 

Bribon. No — you feem frighten'd. 

Dolores. Not at all — don't agitate- yourfelf — 
let me feel your pulfe again— how lucky it is, 
my' dear friend — anything the matter ? (^n'^oa 
pretends to feel pain] — How lucky, I fay, that the 
lives of two men ihould be linked together, who 
love each other fo fmcerely^-Eh, what's the mat- 
ter ? 

Bribon. Nothing — I felt a little ugly pain, but 
its gone off — I can't help laughing to think, we 
Ihould quarrel about a girl^Ha, ha ! ha, ha ! 

Dolores. Ha,, ha !— Oh, Lord ! Ha, ha, ha • 
Are you fure the pain's gone off — Ha, ha I— Ob, 
Lord ! oh, dear ! 

Bribon. Oh, there again — they increafc — they 
increafe — Oh ! oh ! 

Dolores. I am a miferable old man ! What, 
again, £h ? 

Bribon. Have you any more of the bottle ? 

Dolores. Oh, no 1 have a notion you have 

had enough of that. ^4fi'^t- 
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^ribon. I'm torn to death — pray prefcribe for 
iiie. 

Dolores. Oh, Lord ! not fbr the world — Leave 
it to nature — Ihe's the belt phyfician — Do you 
feci better .' — I think you look better. 

Bribou. \_fitlmg dffwn ffn a chair.'] I feci I am 
dying — as a proof of my love for you, Dod:or, 
1 bequeath you — (Oh .') all my property what- 
ever, and wifti you along and happy life. 

Dolores. But, zounds ! you foroet I (ha'n't out- 
live you a minute [Bribon appears cOTWulfed j^^ 
Oh ! he's going ^heip ! help ! 

Enter Herbert {afier having been peeping.) 

Herbm. What's all this bawling ? 

Dolores. Can nothing fave my dear friend r — ^ 
my life is wound up in his. 

Herbert. Ah, poor Bribon ! what, he's going — 
now, is not it a (hocking thing, Doftor, that, be- 
caufe this fcouiidrel is dying, Jbme amiable gen- 
tleman won't live half an hour ? 

Dolores. O, very fliocking ! and between you 
and I, Herbert, 1 am that amiable^ miferable old 
gentleman. 

Herbert. Ho\v will you pafc with Nelti ? 

Dolores. Pooh ! ftuIf^Do ybu think I mind 
parting with Nelti, or youj or alt the world ?— 
No; all my ftrugglcs are, how to part with my 
fiveec felf, how to bid adieu to this dear; delicious 
little body — Oh ! he's going — h^'s going. 

Herbert. Can you do nothing for him ? 

Dolores. Bleeding,— bleeding's all that's left— 
If my hand's fttady enough, I'll open a vein. 

H Herbert. 
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Herbert. Be fure you cut deep cnaugh. 

Dolores. I will — I will — but I hav'n't my in- 
itruments about me. 

Herbert. Here's my fword. 

Doloreu Give it me — I'll bleed him — 

BriboH. i^jumping up.'] No, you don't — don't 
be frightened {to Dolores] blefs your foul, it was 
all a fetch. 

Dolores. Come to my arms [to Herbert] what 
are you grinning at ? 

Bribon. Ay, what are you— 

Dolores. I'll be revenged on him— I'll trick him 
out of Nclli yet. 

Bribon. What ? 

Dolores, I'll marry Nelti. 

Bribon. What, are you mad ? marry a young 
mettlefome wench that— pooh— nonfenfe — why, 
arfenic wou'd not fend you to your grave with 
more expedition. 

Herbert. True, Bribon-"-!'!! go to Nelti— fo, 
farewell, Dod:or. [Going. 

Dolores. You Iha'n't— you flia'n't— I demand 

fatisfaftion — Oh, you cowardly— 

' [Dolores attempts to follow bitHf which Bribon 

prwfsM— Herbert returns, in apparent anger ; 

then Bribon fnatches up Dolores in his arms, 

and runs off with him. 

[Exit Herticrt, laughing. 



END OF THB FOffRtH ACT. 

ACT V. 
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A C T V. 

Scene. I. —-Outfide of the Tempk of tie Sun. 
Enter Alonzo. 

Jiottzo. 

STILL muft I wander near tfaefe awful walls, 
uncertain of my fate. — Though days and 
weeks pafs on, yet nought 1 gain from lengthened 
time, but added woe.— Still, ftUl I tremble for 
her life ! And were my mind relieved from that 
diftrafting fear, what comfort even then could 
reach me — The treafure of my foul's immured 
in yon impenetrable ihrine — buried for ever 
in that grave of youth and beauty.— Where 
can i find a thought of ought but wretchednefs — 
[Stands in apofiurt of defpair. 

Solafco conies from the Temple and ohferves Alonzo. 

Solafco, Alonzo ! 

Alonzo. What wou'd'ft thou ? 

Soiafco, I come from Cora. 

Jlonzo. From Cora fay'ft thou ? I dr^ ■--■ 

Solafco, Dread the worft. — The haplefs viftim 
of unholy love fends to Alonzo her dymg bleffing. 

Jlonzo. Oh heaven ! 

Solafco. Her abfence from the temple was dif- 

oovered.— She was fecn with thee.— She begged 

H ^ me 
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me to conjure thee by her love, to fave thyfelf 
from death by inftant flight — obey her quickly — i ' 

Alonzo. Stay, ftay I charge thee. 

Solafio. I have performed my office ; urge not 
my ftav, for I have feelings hard to be fupprefled, 
aiidwhlch, if not fdpprcHed, mightwound thee. 

Jllonzo. What can now wound me more ? 

Sg^lajiv. We thought thee perfeft, we adored 
thee with reverence, fit only for the pov/er whofe 
worihip thou haft violated. 

Alonzo. Forbeai: old man ; ceaftf thy untjriiely 
.chtdings. 
- Sola/co. My woes m^y furcly juftify my chid- 
ings.— ^" I, vtho behotd a race, in which cacK' 
" virtue heaven could give, ail honour hitman 
" power could beftow, has blootned for agesj 
*• blafted with infamy^ with infamy by thee. 

, Alonzo, " Forbear, forbear." — '• 

Solafio. I, w>ho am. doomed to view the. desteft 
object of my doating fondnefs, whofe goodnefs 
oft' has fteeped thefe aged eyes in tears of joy, 
to fee her branded with guilr, devoted to de- 
flruftion. — Have not I full caufe, thus loudly to 
complain, and to upbraid thee,-^I, her haplefs 
father?—— 

Alonzo. Father fay'ff thou ? [falling on hrs kne'ss] 
Thouj the father of my.Cora.— ^' Oh forgive me ; 
" yet how can'ft thou forgive the murderer'of 
" thy child ? Strike, ftrik^ this weapon in my 
■' guilty breaft— iDh give ,me death j_ it will at 
'* once to thee h(e vengeance, and to me be 
*' mercy. 

Solafio. 
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Solafio. " I feek not vengeaace ; vengeance is 
?* for weaker woes. — But tell me, how could'ft 
•* thoil heap fuch anguifti dn a heart that never 
" Jfijured ihec ? 

Jlonzo. ** Oh father, let me call thee fo— ' — r 
** wring not my foul thus" — I love thy daughter 
^ith a flame pure as her virtues ; think theii whac 
I muft feel, and even thou may'ft pity me. 

Solafco. If thou doft truly love my baplcfs 
child, e'en in the midft df aU iliy woes, my h(y 
fom owns one pang for thee— The torments of 
my Cora foon muft end. — Thiile, alaa! — but let 
me not encreafe the forrows I could wifh to foothe 

■ Farewell — obey my dying child, and grant 

her all the joy ihe now can tafte — to know that 
thou art fafe. 

Alonzo. Think'ft thou T am hafe enough to live 
the monument of her dcftrudion, and my owd 
difgrace. — No, if my life cannot alone appcafe 
your violated laws, let me at leaft partake my 
Cora's doom, and in a fond embrace expiring, 
ru blefs the fate, that e'en in death unitps i:;.. 

Solafco, Our law allows no partial mitigation — 
leave her to meet the doom thou can'ft not fave 
her from ; and do thou beaj- life a little longer, 
to give unhappy Cora, in her dying pangs, one 
ray of comfort. 

AloHzo. Oh my father ! 

Solafco. Farewell, farewell my fon ; and if thou 
tan'ft be happy, heaven can tell I wi(h thee fo. 
\_Exit. 

Alonzo. Now then the fum of horror is com- 
plete. — 

{^Indian injlrument founds. 

Entet 
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Enter Orozirabo attended. 

Ch-6zimho. Alonzo, thy aid is now our chief 
reliance — Roldan prepares to attack us ; and lince 
the good Columbus left our coaft, thro* many 
tedious months of care and danger, thy counfel 
and thy valour, ftill have been defence and fafety 
to us. But, why droops the brave Alonzo ?— 
If any tender fcruple of fliedding native blood 
now check thy wonted ardour, freely avow the 
generous weaknefs. — On thee depends our fate- 
yet would I welcome the lofs of empire and of 
life, rather than fave them by Alonzo's mifcry, 

Alonzo, No — With honeft zeal I draw myfword 
againft the enemies of innocence, tho' the fame 
clime hath bred us. — He who regards his coun- 
try's real honour, owns for his countrymen, none 
but the vinuous. — Yet, Orozimbo, this heart is 
bursting with its anguilfa. 

Qrozimbo., Thy forrows, tho' I am unconfcious 
of the caufe, have found their way into my kin- 
dred breaft. — Tell me thy griefs, that I may 
foothe, perhaps relieve them. 

Alonzo, Thou, thou alone hall power to do it. 

Orozimbo. Then, by my kingdom, thou (halt 
find relief. 

jilonzo. [Looking round'] Command that all re- 
main at diilance. 

Oro-zimh. Retire ! 

[Troops retreat to the back oftbe_flap, 

Alonzo. [Points to the TempU] Behold thofe 
wails ! does thy exalted mind, which owns the 
nobleft energies of reafon, does it approve that 
ftrufture, reared by miftaken zeal, to glorify the 
Deity, by the dire facrifice of all his deareft 
bleffings ? 

Orozimbo, 
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Orozmbo. Say on. 

Alonzo. Does flie, who, in the prime of youth, 
wh,en every fine affeftion of the foul glows witli 
its nobleft fervour, when all the joys of life fcem 
decked with magic fplendour, does fhe deferve 
the punilhment of guilt, who, buried in yon' 
rpthlefs psifon, cafts a fond thought on the de- 
lights flie has loft, dares to condemn the tyranny 
Which binds )^cv, and claims her right to liberty 
and love ? 

Orozimho. 1 wopld afpire to reign beyond the 
limits of weak prejudice ; bm refleft, Alonzo, 
how facred are a country's cuftoais. 

Alonzo. There, there's the fource of half the 
mifery of human kind — cuftom is the vile con- 
founder of virtue and of vice. — It checks the 
operation of our godlike reafon, and makes the 
grcatcft glory of creation, a being void of will — 
Oh, Orozimho, foar fupcrior to the mifts of error 
— when thy great fouldifplays unmanacled its glo- 
rious attributes — thou'lt ceafe 10 think that God 
delights in cruelty, whofe bleft: iqfufion in the 
human heart breathes mercy and benevolence. 

Orozimho. Oft have I admired thy wifdom and 
thy virtue; bur, now methinks, in thee I hear 
the voice of heaven, and it Ihall be obeyed. — ■ 
But I muft praife thy wonderous goodnefs, which 
can thus plead for other's mifery. 

Alonzo. There 1 am unworthy of thy praife — 
mine is a felfilh zeal — I've fued for one whom I 
adore ; nay for myfelf I've fued. — Oh, Orozimho, 
in the repeal of an inhuman law, thou haft re- 
' ftored my forfeit life— nay more — the life of her 
1 love. 

Orozimh. What do I hear ? 

Enter 
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Enter Cuto. 
CkIo. Great chief, the foe is on their march— ^ 
your warriors are aflenibled, anxious for your pre- 
sence to lead them to victory. 
Orezimbo. On qiy friends. 
Ahmzo. One moment fl:ay.--I,eft the fell chance trf 
war (which, heaven averrj fliou'd leave my lovely 
Cora without the generous friend flie has found in 
thee ; firft let me bear your royal mandate to the 
temple, firiAly commanding, (whatever fate may 
in the battle wait us) pardon and liberty for her. 

Orozimh. I mult in perfon give the important 
mamJate— Lead on the troops yo Alonzo,'\ and 
" I with fpced will join you. \jo the troops.^ 1 leave 
you to the conduit of the brave Alonzo. 

Orozimbo goes towards the temple, AlonzQ beads 
the troops — 

\_ExeuMti 

Scene III. A Battle. 

Excurjions — Alonzo is feen fuccefsfuUy to attack 
Roldan , ■H'bp is relieved by a party of Spaniardi 
— Alonzo rf treats figbllug — Indians driven 
acrofs the Jlage.'\ 

Enter Orozimbo, attended, and Herbert. 
Orozimbo. Alas ! our efforts arc, [ fear, in 
Vain. 

Herbcyt, We'll fight, my noble chief, 'till we 
force vidlory to crown us — our deeds Ihal! ftame 
her for inclining toourdaftard enemies — Alonzo 
bears about him like an hungry lion. 
Orozimbo. Heaven proted and aid hltn. 

(Exit, 
■Herbert. 
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Herbert. What an unlucky dog am I— I was 
within fix yards of that deftroyer of innocenta, 
Roldan, and yet the villain had the good luck to 
clcapc me — 1 have not had a bit of fighting fo 
long, and this whet hns given me fuch an appe- 
tite — ha, ha ! here comes work for me— now, my 
boy, Herbert, flick to them. 

EMt€r two Spcitidrds. 

i/ Spantavd. Yield direftly, you Englifli de- 
ferter. 

Herbert. Yes, I am a deferter ; but there alone 
where an Englifliman will be one, from villainy 
and oppreffion to honour and humanity — Have at 
you, bloodhounds ! 

{X^ey fight, feize Hcvhtxt* sfword-arm, and force 
bim offthejage; during which Nelti tnters « 
the drefs sf a femde warrior S\ 

TStUi' Herbert in danger fdi-jWi her b<m'\ Aid 
n;^, ye powers I {l^jiiat^il Alas ! his manly 
breaft prelenis itfelf, and my erring hand may 
iky my love—Tbcy overpower him— -now, heaven 
dired me \Jbe Ut\fiy af artvw} — he's fa.fc—lfaUs 
on her knees^ 

Re-enter, f^erbert, dt^iving o Spaniard acrofs the 

Herbert. Saved by a woman's hand !— flic faints 
—the fpirit which animated her to preferve iac, 
now finks bcncath'the weight of its own cffbri— 
Good heaven \ can if, be ? — 'Tis., Nelti. 

{Htt^in^ her. 
Nelti. Qh^ He^bect, j.oy has aln^ft the fame 
eflei^ that terror had, and I am fcarce able to bear 
the excefs of happinefs your fnfety gives me. 

1 Herbert' 
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Herbert. My dear angelic girl, I am in fuch 
tranfporr, I fcarccly know, whether I am in earth 
or in heaven. [Jhouti.'] But letmebeftow you in 
a place of fafety, for you hear I aai wanted. 

Nelti. Then my bulines is not done — I came 
here to watch your fafety, and I'll not leave you; 
ib, obey me — you are not the firft hero who has, 
had a female commander. 

Herbert. Then adt, my love, lite a commander, 

and get out of the reach of danger as fall as you 

can — See how the Indians fly — Hah ! wearefur- 

prized, and our retreat cut off— This way — this 

/ way— — 

Exeunt, \_a.troDp of Spaniards purfulng.'^ 

Scene the last. — A garden of the Temple of the 
Sm — at the upper end an arch. 

Enter Calalpo and prlejis. 

Catalpo. Tho' I receiv'd, with all apparent re- 
verence, the mandate of the King, to fpare the 
impious prieftefs, \ but diflembkd, to prefcrve 
our facred rites inviolate — had I oppofedthe hated 
order; his power would have refcucd from our 
grafp, the objeft of our vengeance. 

" Priefi. But, fay, Catalpo, does no doubt re- 
*' mainof this young prieftefs' crime ! For, by our 
" chiefs command to fpare her life, he furely 
** deems her innocent. 

*' Catalpo. There can exift no doubt — On the 
** morn which followed that dreadful night, when 
*' the dire war of elements difTufed fuch general* 
** horror, Bleffco, whofe truth none yet e'er doubt- 
*' ed, beheld her conduiftcd to the temple by one 
*' of thefe hated ftrangers. With whom Ihc parted 
" with 
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** with every mark of fond endearment— Long he 
" concealed this, till at length his cohfcience IotC' 
** ly wounded by the guilt he fecreted, he.onhis 
'* oath declared to me this profanation." Inftant 
Conduift the offender to her doom. 

Enter priejs, fonduSing Cora in procejjion, with ar- 
chers and Solafco. 

Solafco. [falling _ OH his knees."] Oh, reverend 
prieft, on my devoted head let fall the vengeance 
of the offended law-— the crime was mine ; I 
heeded not the tears which trickled down my 
Cora's angel-face; I liftened not to the reproving 
■ fighs, which forced their way from her lament- 
ing bofom ; but, deaf to nature's voice, com- 
pelled her to dedicate her youth to folitude and 
mifeiy. 

CaUlpo. Hence, liof offer further infult to of- 
fended heaven, by pleading for a wretch who 
braves its laws. 

Solafco. Sure heaven will pardon a poor old 
»nan, \ffho pleads fof mercy to his chiid^— the of- 
fence was mine, then take my forfeit life, birt 
fave, O fave my Cora. 

" Catalpo. Retire ; for tho' no pray'rs fhall urge 
.*' me to negleft the duty which I owe to heaven, 
*' I do not wifii a father's eyes to view the ftied- 
," ding of im daughter's blood. 

" Solafco. And does thy piety, thy filial love, 
'* then doom thee lodeftruftioa? Curfed Solafco ! 
** how worthlefs art thou of thy child — thyinjuf- 
*' tice devoted her to mjfery, and in returh ihe 
" dooms herfelf 10 death, to fave her cruel fa- 
** ther'slife." 

[Cora threats hfr/elf round bismcK 
I 2 Catalpo* 
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Catalpo. Dost thou fttU with impious flubborn- 
nefs, perfift to keep concealed the partner of thy 
guilt ? Say, who it was feduced thy innocence ? 

Cora. Oh, for mercy, fpare me fo dire a 
thought — Shall I be his accufer — Oh blefs, pre- 
ferve him. Heaven. ■ 

Catalpo. This inftant meet thy fate. 

E»Ur C\xio. 

What rafh foot dares, unbidden, to approach 
the facred Temple ? 

Cuto. I wtlh my tidings did not juftify in- 
trufion— Reverend Prieft, freedom is loft — the 
barbarous foe hath conquered. 

" Catalpo. [to Cord\ Thou baft armed the hand 
" of Heaven againft ua— *-its indignation falls on 
" ourheads in vengeance for thy crime" — Lead 
10 her death. 

Cora. [iK tbey feize ber'] Hold— doth Alonzo 
live? 

Cuto. He was too brave for life — With ardour 
mott than human he bought the fierceft dangers 
of the fight, and hurled deftruAion round him ; 
but at length hemmed in by numbers more than 
mortal arm could force, he mufl; faaiw iallen, to 
fwcU the horrors of this dreadful day. 

Cora, Then welcome, death \Jixtd in a pojure 
»f tie/pair'} 

Catalpo. Ha ! it muft be fo — the fecrct is re- 
vealed. 

Corti. Lead me to my fate — Your cruelty will 
now be mercy — My foul's impatient to throw oif 
this load of iife, eager to join the fpirit of my 
lord, and foar In union to the realms of blifs. 

Catalpo. 
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Catdpo, Silence this frenzy — or if thou muft 
be loud in exclamation, curfc with your dying 
breath your impious violator. 

Cora. Peace, monfter, dare not to breathe a 
found reproacht'iil to my Alonzo's memory, left 
I forget the calm folemnity this awful moment 
claims, and pour on ttee my curfes. 

Catalpo, To death with her, and thou, old 
man, this inftant quit the T«mple, or behold 
thy daughter bleed. 

Solafio. Farewell, my child, I'll weep no more. 

— This burfting heart will foon force out a paf- 

fage for ray foul to take its flight and follow thee. 

[Embraces Cora aad Exit, 

The ceremony takes placet the Archers range, and 
Cora is led to the upper part of the fia^e — The 
Archers draw iheir arrows, then Alonzo rujhes 
down, covers her with his jhield, and exclaims 
Hold, monflers, hold ! K^hey are afionijhed 
at the appearance of Alonzo and drop their bows — 
Corafaints, A'onzo bears her forward. 

Alonzo. My life, my Cora — Could their barba- 
rian hands dare point their vengeance at thy love- 
ly form ? And have 1 then the bUfs to clafp thee 
once again — Tho' danger, and tho' death on 
every fide furround us, lUU to enfold thee thus is 
extacy. 

Cora. My loved Alonzo— They told me thou 
wer't dead, and I was eager to efcape from life, 
again to meet thee. 

Alou/o. By mirade hath Heaven prcfcrved me— ^ 
But fay, what meant thofe bloody rites f [/o d- 
talpo] 

Catalpo. Think not thy frenzy fbaU impede our 
jufiice. 
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[Oro%mbo without] 

Make faft the Temple gates — The foe will 
ibon be here {_comes forward'} Alonzo — dofl; thou 
live, my friend ? 

Jbnzo. The ami of heaven was fi^rcly ftretched 
loi'ave me — I forced my way thro' the oppofing 
multitude, and feeing all was loft, I came once 
more to view this precious treafure, and die de- 
fending it — here I met death in all his direft hor- 
ror, cloathed in the garb of prieftly cruelty, not 
even thy command— their king's decree, could 
■flop the torrent of their barbarous zeal. 

Ofotimbo. Thou traitor — hence from my fight 
■ — begone — [E-t/f Calalpo} — death waits us all — • 
let's meet It as we ought, 

{^Diftant Jhouts. 

Jlonzo Oh ! what a moment of diftraftion— - 
mufti behold thfe — Qo Cora^l finking beneath 
the weight of butchering fwords, or worfe, leave 
thee ilie viifllm of a brutal conqueror. 

Cora, Can my Alonzo grudge me the blifs 
to die with him — fouls linked like ours, the call 
of death fhould never fumnion'fingiy. — The hor- 
rors of captivity, thou need'ft not dread for me. 
— This [_fnafch!Kg Alonzo's poignard] if the fabres 
of the foe Ihrink from fliedding a woman's blood, 
this fhall prevent my lingtring in life, when my 
dear lord has left ir. 

[Noifi at the gats of the Temple attdjhouts. 
' Alonzo They come — now then for death. 
. ■ Orozimbo. {Embraces Alonzo and Cora] Fare- 
ffdlr— fare well.— 

Tb^ all Jland in pofiiires of defence ; a noife is 
heard like lie burjling of a gate, Herbert rujbes 
in. 
-.. - . Herbert. 
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Herbert. Hozza ! viftory ! viftory !' 

Alonzo. Herbert ! 

Herbert, {jcomes down] Victory ! — -juft'ice — ha.^. 
pinefs. — [embraces AIonzo3 huzza ! 

Alonzo. Inflaoc eafe this anxious heart. 

Herbert. Give me breath [fiouti ■without'^ huz- 
za ! DOW for it — in our late overthrow, hndmg 

our rcfreat cut off, Neiti and I icampered towards 
the ibore, with a rrobp of the whifltercd blood- 
hounds at our heels. — There, to my furprize I 
b<;hel,d a fleet — Spanilh colours— they were land- 
ing — I hailed the firft boat — Who's your admiral 
fays I — Columbus ! — Columbus ! - 

Orozimbo and Jlonzo. Columbus— 

Herbert. I fay, Columbus — 

Alonze. Then, Spain, thou hafl: retrieved thy 
name. 

, Herbert. Who's your admiral, fays I-^ Co- 
lumbus. — 
: Alonzo. Say on. 

Herbert. He landed, and when I had dortc 
crying, I informed him what had happened. — 
On the inftant his troops flew to arms, — But Rol- . 
dan's crew faved us the trouble of fighting — they 
fell on their coward knees [Jhouls] but here they 
come, and as they ought — Roldan in chains, and . 
Coluinbus triumphant. 

Alonzo. .Heai'ft- thou, my love— let thefe de- 
lightful founds difpel the hideous horrots which, 
opprefled thee, and elevate thy foul, like mine, to 
heavenly blifs. 

Cora, Blifs Alonzo! Can happinefs be ours? 

Alonzo. For 'ever. , [Embraces her.'] 

Orozimbo. 
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Orozimho,. Receive, Alonzo, receive thy Cora 
lo thy armsj and may the grver-of all blifs Ihowcr 
dowp upon your faithful loves, his choiceft bLef- 



£nter in procejion Trumpeters — Spanijh foU- 

diers—Qtben hearing prejents — Modth of guns — 
Sailijri with 'model of ajhip — Monh bearing the 
iibU and crofs — Spanipi bannen — Dolores and 
Bribpn — ^pani/h foldien — Roldan, Mojcojo, and 
Spanijh foldieri, chained — Soiafco'- — Ntlii, with 
Indian -women foatteringjlowen — Banner of the 
order of Alcantara — AUeaddnis hearing ir^^nia 
•~~-Cblumbus. 

,Columbus. Oh, my dear country, for 1 muft 
call thee mine, do I again beh^itd thee? Tbi^ 
h^py Ijour o'erpays my utmoft toil.-r-My ftiepds, 
much have 1 to enquire. ' 

Abnzo. Qreat Columbus, till my heart is made 
acquainted with thy fortunes, I cannot tell thee 
of my happinefs. — Has Spain redrefled thy in- 
juries — has Ferdinand — 

Columbus. Alpnzo, my wrongs were enviable- 
captivity was triumph — When amidft the ap- 
plauding Ihouts of thouiands, I approached the 
royal prefence, the fuffering monarch flirunk 
from the iight, and threw his mantle o'er his 
face, crimfoned with fliame ; then raifed me tci 
his arms, ftill my pride fuftained me ; but when 
I beheld the beauteous Ifabella, try to force frb^ 
their dire grafp my galling chains, and on each 
wound drop a balmy tear, loyalty and love ruftied 
on my (oul, I embraced her royal feet, and gave 
her tears for thanks; then all the pride of pa- 
gcaptry was decreed, but my foul languiflicd fqr 

th? 
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the time, when, Orozimba^ 1 might thus again 
enfold thee, anc) reftore to thee thy kingdom, 
freed from the gripe of ruthlefs tyranny. 

Orezimho, Greatefl of men, in firmeft confi- 
dence of thy excelling virtues, I repofc my peo- 
. pie's fafeiy. 

Columbus, [/o Herbert] My noble Englifhman, 
receive from my hand this lovely maid, and fuch 
benefits as I can bellow, you may command. 

[Talks apart wth Orotimbo, Alonzo, and Con, 

Nelli. Now, my dear Herbert, you will be- 
come a great man, and live at your eafe. 

Herbert. A great man, and be at eafe ! — never 
was fuch a thing heard of. This is the fort of 
being which pafles for a great man, and I hope 
you don't call this being at eafe— |^£r/Sj his heai^ 
and walks about ftrtiltingly.'] — Ha, ha ! No, my 
)ove» it requires a curled deal more hard la- 
bour to tmpofe on the world, than Aiits tbe tran- 
quil indolence of my difpofition. And now, that 
all may this day be happy, Doi3:or, a word with 
you. 

Bribon [running before Dolores.^ What do you 
want. Sir, with my friend ? 

Dolores. Aye, what do you want ? 

Herbert. Only this, my excellent friends, C 
have abufed your credulit/i 

Dolores. How? 

Herbert. Your lives are independent of eack 
other, and now you may hate again as heart- 
ily as ever. 

Dolores. Did not the ijecromanccr ? 

Sfeht. I was the necromancer, old Dominic. 
K Dfbrei, 
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Dolores. Youwete — Get out of my way, you— 
\Kuh at Bribon. 
Brih'Ott. Ha, ha! 

' {^Snaps his fingers at Dorolcs. 

■ Columbus and the reft come forward, 
Columbus, That was indeed a triumph. — See 
thofe wretches clofely guarded — their puniihment 
mufl: not now damp the joy I feel. Oh, were I fa- 
tisfied no future Roldans would alarm your peace, 
I fliould be bleft indeed. — Had I earlier known 
that Englands monarch would have graced my 
fortunes with his vidtorious banner, then would 
_ your freedom have been firmly fixed. — They only 
who themfelves are free, give liberty to others. 

BRITONS again behold Columbus fue 
To have his fortunes patronized by you ; 
To yonr fupport alone he trufts his caule, 
Asd. refts his f^nx, on En^lithmeiu appIauCe. 
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EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY MILES P. ANDREWS, ESQ^ 
SPOKEN BY MRS. POPE. 

KJ L D ftortes done— old times long fince forgotten, 
Lilcemully records, little read, and rotten. 
Return we now, to periods founder grown. 
To happier days, and readings of our own ; 
Where'er we ope the book, the flilc is clear, 
The int'reft charming, theconclufions, dearj 
Our means arc flourilhing, our joys not fcant, 
Foflefs'd of every good, the heart can want, 
Old tales of conqueltg, thrown on diflant Ihelves, 
We've little left to conquer — but ourfelves : — 

An arduous talk — and yet to do us right. 
We lofc no time in entering on the fight ; 
Mifs, fcarcely in her teens, attacks Mama, 
Already having routed ^^« Papa ^ 
** I'm not a chit — I wiU turn up my locks,-<- 
** I will wear powder, and I won't wear frocks j— • 
*' I hate to dance with ieyt, now I'm fo tall, 
** I'm fit for anymmt, at any hall i-^ 
*' You want to keep me back, becaufe its known, 
•* When girls ^ok; a/, their mothers, ^ey grow dawn '* 

Pert Mafter Bobby too, releas'd from fcbool, 
HeSors at home, and early learns to rule ; 
The fplendid ftud, relinquiih'd by his fire. 
In grand difplay, awaits the youthful Squire ; 
And while, to Cambridge he fliould Audious fteer, 
Newmarket's courfe arrefts his gay career } 

There 
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There Scj Icng eids^ jfbart bats, paji Jite, all pat iii> 

Sticks to the Greeks, and diTregards the Latin ; 

Flawfl up td town, out lierce-cock'4, it^tUtut Bobby, ~ 

Drives to the play, and quarrels in the lobby ; 

*' Sir, you're a fcoundrel I dimme Sir, you lie"— 

•* Sir, here's my furrf, fot damme I am — I."— 

Thus is the boy, intent to ape the man, 

A pufPof diTcord, ^nd aHaih in pan. — 

In married life, refoKing each to drive, 
A fweet contention keeps the flame alire ; 
*' I Icnow my province— fo do I, my Laify^ 
*' You'll piiove my torment — you've proved ipioe al- 
ready. 
" To giurd By rights, my Lor'd, I muft cnftarour— • 
" You're\alwaysout — and you are out for ever— 
" Then both I iruft are happy, ^a/i caro—(whh ironical 

tendenufi) 
*• You throw at Hazard, and I punt n pharo ; 
" Each have Ihek objefl — fo refcntment fmother— *■ 
'* Hold out the olive 3ra//:^, or wear another." 

Suffice this railtery — enough to prove. 
Our nobleft conqueft, is our own f^If-love ; 
The Author, who to night has greatly dar'd. 
To brave the iflue of your high award ; 
Tho' old, the legend whence his fcencs he drew. 
Humbly prefumes, the inference may be new j 
Should then the efibris of his untau|ht inufe. 
By juft, tho' fmall deferC, his flights cxcufej ' '- -. 
Let him enjoy, for all his anxious toils, 
- Thai bright reward — the triumph of your fmiles. 
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ERRATA. 

Page I, Hoc ;, fi>t " all manner efglones, read " all meaner 
glories." 

t, 2i for OroKimha, read Onximht, 

5, 39, for Cyi/it, read CaftiU. 

7, la, ioijiraege, readjJnwjw. 

7, 22, after exhibilt, add ,&r/ir. 
14, 2, for Fmefiat lead Fwjka, 

19, laA line but one, foi ^mot, read lonamr^ 
43* line 1 2, for /^, read A«/^ 
54i xi,ki enmies, KiAfieu 
SS» 14* «ftci ^> idd/atal. 
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Mrs. CRESPliGNY, 

Madam, 



As 



^S I have no method of tefti^ng my 
grateful refpeft towards you, but by in- 
icribing the humble productions of my 
Mule to your name, I truft you will not 
think me prefumptuous in addreiGng to you 
THE WIDOW OF MALABARj cfpecially, as 
the chief part of that applaufe with which 
my Tragedy has been honoured originated- 
from your zealous friendlhip and powerful 
fupport. 

That you are the beil and moft adive of 
Friends I have long experienced; that you 
poBefs the moft benevolent and candid of ipi- 
rits every day evinces; confequently, I am 
induced to hope you will receive the labours 
of a young and inexperienced Writer with 
indulgence, and preferve her Offspring, ,by 
your exteniive influence, from being conlign- 
A 4 cd 
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cd to oblivion by the ihafts /of CriticUin, or 
the more grievous woyii^s of Negledt, 

I KHpv^ fiqt how to ^xprcif^ my, thanXful- 
ncfs to all my Friends, and to the Public in 
general, for their moft kind ^nd Mattering 
reception of my Tragedyj — but to you, 
MADAi^ my debt of gratitude is . Ip laig^ 
that I pan never find means to repay it: — if, 
the; efpre, . you would accept, as intereft, for 
this, dtbtt all ^e rega^ J my heart is ciapable 
crf^flj^1^i"g you» and allow me, during the 
whole of my future life, to diftinguifli myfelf 
b^y the title of Ypur Friend, you would, if 
poiSblc, add to the favors you have already 
ponfecfed VJ>9n Her, who has the hpnQt 
to be, 

; MAnAMj 

' Your moft obliged, 

(tffedtion^te ind devptc^ 

ti!mi 7m, i^ 1791, 

humbly Servant, 

MARIANA STARKE. 
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imitytrf fi^ifl y. Li; . mi]^5^re'» felebratett Rwpa, 
entitl^, ^A vsuvE ou malabar^ which hafl ^ 
niof|t wnt^^mpnly l<vig run in Paris, and which 
is now beconae, in a, tranflapon, a §ivouritf Trar 
gedy of the Gemnans :-rSijch. being th? cafe, the 
Authorcfs feels it neceffary to apologize for not 
having contented herfelf with tranjlatitig inftead of 
imitating la teuve du malabar j but fhe was 
well convinced, that neither the Plot, nor the long 
declamaojry Scenes of the French Play, would 
have been approved, or even tolerated, by an 
Englijb Audience -, therefore, ftie rejefted all 
thoughts of a Tranflation, and has ventured to ex^ 
hibit a Drama in fome meafure her own j Irufting 
that the Public will be indulgent to a firft Eff^, 
and that if her Work Ihould poflefs merit fufEcient 
to be deemed worthy, of criticifm, it will be fuch 
ciati]cilfn as may teach her to correft her errors 
without too fevcrely wounding her felf-lovc. 

Th« 
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*ttn Authoids takes Uus opportuoicjr of return- 
ing her grateful aduiowledgments Co Mr. Harris 
for bis libcraU^ relpefting die decorations of her 
VUfy and for the care he has obligingly taken id 
getting it up t— To all die Performers likewif^ and 
CO Mils Bruntoh in particular, her veiy beft 
thanks are due j ndther can flie dofe this Adver- 
tifemoit without adcnowledo^ how much her 
Tr^ed]r has been embellifhed by Mr. Stevens*! 
jdegant and charaOciiitic Mufic 
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P R O L O G U E, 

WRITTEN BY 

W. T. F I T Z G E R A L D, Es<ii 

AND SPOKEN BY 

Mr. H O L M A N. , 

IN Climes remote, where Ganges rolls his wave. 
At once the Indian's Idol and his grave t 
Where fultry luns in ardent minds inwfe 
The richeft fubjefts for the Tragic Mufe, 
A Cuftom reigns, which harrows up the foul. 
And bends e'en Nature to it's ftern controul ! 
When Fate cuts Ihort the Hindoo'^ thread of lif^ 
One tomb ingulphs the Hufband and the Wife : 
The Widow, warm in youth, muft yield her breath. 
And, felf-devoted, feek her Lord in death : 
In gay attire flie mounts the aweful Pile, 
Kor dares with tears the horrid Rites de^ej 
Her heaving bofom muft reprels the ligh. 
And learn with Stoic apathy to die : 
For, Ihould Ihe yield to Nature's pow'rfiil fway. 
And not with fmiles x!ta& Bramin Law obey, 
Shou'd ihe, with horror, fhun the fcorching flame. 
Eternal iaUxny awaits her name 1 
Driven from her Cafie^ flie wanders on the Earth, 
Dilbwn'd by thofe to whom fhc owes her birth j 
Ufe grows a burden which Ihe cannot bear. 
And Death the only refijge from Defpair ! 

Unhappjr Race ! by double chains confin'd, 
Opprda'd in body, and enflav'd in mind j 
For ever doom'd fome tyrant to obey. 
The Frieft's, the Defpot's, or the Stranger's prey ! 

How 
4 . 
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How blefs'd the {sTAtives of this happier I^nd* 
Where.FREEDOM long has made her glorious ftand I 
"Where neighb'ring Kingdoms may, with envy, fee 
The fAotiAKCH great, becaufe the Subject's /r«/ 
A Nation fam'd for arts, in arms renown'd, 
.By laws themfelves created only bound ; 
Who boaft, what Hiftory can feldom prove, 
A Prince enthron'd upon bis People's Love I 

Would Eur(?pe*5 fons, who vifit Afii's Ihore, 
Where plunder'd Millions can afford no more. 
To nobler ends direft their, future aim, , , 
And wipe &om India's annals Europe's Ihame ; 
Let them, with Reafon's power fubihie the breaft» 
Inform the Errii^ aod relieve th'Oppreft ; 
By laws benign a gini'ral bills impart. 
And fix an empy^ in the grateful heart ! 
Thefe are purfuits more worthy of their care 
Than Realms obtainM by all-dcTouring War. 

And now, our Author bade me plead the caufe 
Of ons whofe proudeft hope is^-~ywr applaufe. 
bnj'OKr'fupportthe trembluig Baid depetuis, 
Xou, who to merit prove the confknc Friends, 
Who love thf Mufe's Ofispring to iliiiaiD,. ' 
WhoJudg;ewifh.Aiff^<wrand ?ondemAwith^»h. 
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E P I LOG U E, 

WRITTEN by' 

R. J. S f A R K E, E%. 

AMD SPOKEN BY 

Mrs., MATTOCKS. 

Mrs, Mattoth etUert as if pvJhtdupoH the Stage ly 
the PromptsTt t» vfbom pe ad^reffes the fmafirfi 
Lines. 

PON my word, you treat me very ill 
To force mc here — fa much againft my will. 

5*17 the Audience, 

Well, I proteft, 'tjs not a little bard 
That I'm to plead the caufe of our young Bard ! 
I bore no part in this new-fangled play. 
Therefore, in fortune's name, what can I, iay J-^' 

Difpatch'd, in fomuch hafte, from the Green-roonv 
To find out — if I can — this Widow's doom ! 
They tell mc, ev'ry winning way to try. 
To rattle, coax, or fcold ; to laugh, or ^cry ; 
Nay, turn a very Proteus, fo I pleafe ye — 
Smile then — come, fmile, before a panic feize me> 
For your dread anger our fmall Realm can ftiake i 
Even your frowns can make its bafis quake; 
Tiie fuperftrudlure then comes tumbling down. 
And buries fancied Fame and caille-built Renown i 
Then, helter-fkelter, plumes and pinions fly, 
And'blafl^ laurels 'mid the ruins lie; 
While Envy, finilinggrim, her vifage Ihews, 
And fills THi World next morning with the news. 
3 But 
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But how Ihall I about my arduous tafk. 
If neither jrou nor I mull wear a mafk ? 
If truth muft out, and no kind fmiles appear, 
I Ihall not liketo ftand as Covkszl here. 

We've juft been taught, nor was it deem'd, a 
wonder. 
That Jove's decrees are ulher'd in by tbitnder.~— 
Come, then — one Clap, ye mighty Pow'rs on high I 
I love the pealing thunders of your fky, 
They augur well,— yet hold — it may be odds 
But there's fomc lurking Fiend among you Gods, 
Whofe balefiil wrath a biffing bolt may aim. 
To bum poor nw, and blaft our Author's &me: 
And I'm not, like our Heroine, in fuch haftc. 
For fiery trials— —they don't hit my tafte. 

Hark !— inyon box,I hearfome FurOnes %,"1 
"We really flbou'd not like to die that way; > 
** *Tis a bad precedent— let's damn the Play." J 

Hold, gentle Creatures ! in thcfc fevour'd dmes, 
Mercy prevails, even o'er diftant Climes, 
And makes the human Race her fondeft care. 
Whether their hue be tawny, black, or fair. 

Then, fince the Age is thus to Mercy prone. 
In this TriBunal, you can fix her' throne : — 
Break Criticifm's fliaft, quench Rancour's fire. 
Nor light our trembling Author's Funeral-Pyre. 
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PERSONS ef the DRAMA. 



Raymond, Gmral if •I' Enslifi F""! *"• ' »""• 

Albtn, »£.««/» (#», - - - Mr. Evatt. 

TteChirf-BruBin, . - - - Mi. Butley. 

The fccond Biamio, - - " " Mr. Pp.dl. 

The young Bramto, - - ■ - Mr. Hoteui, 

N.mln. onftimai/, ■ - Mr.ThompCon. 

Indamon, *!«».•/ M,«<»-, - Mi6 Bnmton. 

Bianini.,— r.kin, -RelaUons ot the Widow. — EngliOl 
OfGcew, -^ Soldiers, tfc. Sfc. 

nu mai pais >y iU* iomJi<r ml kckM, Mri. WarrO, 
M/i nitliom, MiA Stmjrt, flfld Mrs. MtMlllam, 

Scene, a Sea-Jfirt City on the Malabar Coaffl. 

Time o£ Aftion, one Day. 

» * fhi Lints narhi mA imtrtii Comm art imtui w '** 

Rtpnfmtiitim.' 
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THE 

WIDOW OF MALABAR. 



A C T I. , 

S C EN E I. 

f I 

Tbe infide of the Pagod of ssWaRa. ' 

rUB CBIEF-BR'AMIK — THE StCOND BRAHIN— TB^ 

youNO braminitAnd other brauins. 

j5 U K A H, illuftrious Cluef^ in arms renown,*d,' . 
Haspaiddie debt to aature. . , ' 

[To thejectni Bramiiu 
' •■ ■■ Braflnip,gOj 
Learn if His Gonfort, as our cuftomdiftaten, 
(That facred ciiftom which maintains it's fwajr 
In ev'ry ftatc wh«a^ holy Ganges flows,). 
Learn ^^ her mind be finU to mount the Pite, . 
And join, in death, her mighty tiulband's fliade;' 
[£xi/ /ecottd Bramiiu 

. , {To ibejptf}ig,BramSi 
Young Priefl^ the glorious envied talk is tliine, 
To guide the widftw'd Fair to certain blift j 

■ B - - ' Sino» 
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ft WIDOW OF MALABAR. 

SiiKte thou waft laft admittci'mong the Trjyn 
Who watch, with pious zeal, o'er brama's altai^ 

YOUHO BRAMIN. 

And can yqu, then» while England's hardy Sons 
Hurl their dread thunders at our g^aoiag Cky i ' 
Can you, Srhen ruthlds war^ with iron hand, 
Hks made thele Shores a theatre of horror. 
Say, can you add to our calamities 
A facrifice which nature ihudders at ? 

Shall I prepare this Viftim for the Pile ? ' 
No — rather let my tongue efiay to favc her. 
In realms remote from hence, her Lord wfts Ilain; 
She faw him not at thofe' fool-niKlling moments 
When, ftruggling in the fearful grafp of death. 
The cruel Huibaa/ii from his awe-ftrack Partner, 
Full oft (Stains a promife to deicend. 
With his loach'd aihesj to the filent comb« 

' C»blFiBRAM7(r. 

' And what avails that he ne'er gain'd her promife ? 
Could (he, whofe blood has flpwM unfulliai down 
Thro' a long line of glorious AjiceftorSj 
CouM Jhe be vile enough to purchafe life 
With totpl lofs of hpnor ? — ** Cou'd (he bear . 
" To live degraded, -Ihun'd, calumniated, 
.** The foul reproach of all her noble race ?" 

YOVSq BKAAflH. 

Ill-fated Wives of cruel Malabarl » 

While wbided, fore'd to drag the galli^ (jrain 

Of -abjeft fervltude, to live Sic Sl^es 

Of a proiid TyranE's will : — when widow'd, doom'i 

To feel the Iharpeft (lings of obloq^y, 

Or die &r him, whom, living, yeabhor'dt 

, ' . CHIEF -BRAMIJf. 

Knpjr'ft thou not. Youth, jcith what tyrMinic.pow'r 
Imperious. 
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Imperious Cuftom rules o'er Human-kintl ? 
Whene'er Jean's great Matter bends to &te. 
Finds he not Flatterers e'en after death, 
Who pour their life-blood on his fenfelcls clay f 
And faw we not, when India's Sov'reign Lord 
Mounted the regal feat, his Brothers all 
Ooom'd to the mUrd'rous bowftring ?— Is not Maili 
O, everlafting ftiame ! — '■ oh K iger^s banks ' 
Put Up to common fale, fhackled, enflaVd, 
And treated fforle than brama's Cluldren treat 
The dcadlieft reptile' that mf^ oilir clime i 

YOUNG BRAMIir. 

Can Cuftom banifh ev'ry tender fteling* 
And render Men inorc lavage e'en than Brutes ? 
0» for ferhc Spirit of fupcribr kind, 
Somegloripus foiil by love of freedom fir'd. 
Whole nervous haiid might break this Tyrant's 

chains. 
And place benignant Rcafon on her throne I" 

(Ew*r 8BC0ND BAAMjir. 

CHfEF-BRA^JIW, . 

Whattidings briog'ft thouf Has the youdiful 

Widow ■ ,,-!i ; :.. . : * . . ' 

Refolv'd to burn with her departed Ltmij 

SZCOHD BRAMIWi 

She has i and means to KOMot, the Pyre tlut4ay. ■ 

YOtTNC BR4MIK.,, 

O, howmy heart bleeds for her!— Canthe Gods, 
Can they enjoin this dreadfiil Sacrifice ? " " 
" Have they not giycp to eacji created being 
•* The fondeftj the moft ea.rneft with toliye i 
" Is not thisfpacious univerie replete .. 

" With bleflings to fuftam and Iweeteiilife ? 

B2 "And 
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4 WIDOW OF MALABAR, 

" And can the Gods, all-gracious as they feem, 
*' Demand that we Ihould caft their boon away 
" Amid the horrid agonies of fire i" 

^ CHIEF-BRAMIK. 

Hearken, rafli Boy.— A ralghter voice than mine, 

The voice of brama warns thee to be mute. 

" Know'ft thou our lawj ^d know'it thou not that 

virtue 
** By fuff*rings only can obtain reward ? 
** View the Fakirs, — their voluntary tormaits 
, ." Surpafsdefcription and exceed belief j- 
** Yet they are anxious ftill to fuffer more, 
** And from this mortal fabric purge away 
** Each bafe alloy that prefles down the foul 
*• To mifcry, eternaL — Woud'ft thou then, 
'* O, wou'dft thou ftrive t'appal the pious Fair, 
** 'And baffle, thus, her glorious enterprize i" 
Hence ! lead her to the flames I — and rather try 
To fan the holy zeal that warms her breait. 

YOUNO BRAMtN, (oftde.) 

Gods 1 wherefore ami doom'd t'infpire this Viftlm 
.With zeal I cannot cherilh ?— I, whofe fight 
Was never blafted yet with the dread view 
Of human facrifiee. 

CHIEP-BRAMIH. . 

How ?-— Doll thou paufe i 

YOUNG BRAMIIir. 

Commit the taflc to others—.! am young—- 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

"therefore, thy duty is fiJbmiflion. Hence ! 
Be feithful to the mighty Power we ferve. 

And 
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And in me rev'rence his Vicegerent here. 

[£*/'/ the young Bramin. 

Enter VAK.RA1U* 

CHIET-BRAMIN. 

Narrwn !— What caufe brings thee ? 



Our Rajah's will : 

He deems it frenzy, at a time like this. 

When Ihowers of iron death o'erwhelm the City, 

To draw our Warriors from the tott'ring walls 

To gaze at a religious (peftacle : 

'Tis, therefore, his requeft, that you poftpone 

The facrifice of beauteous Tndamora, 

(The youthfiil Widow whom our law requires 

To burn with her dead Lord,) till a fhort truce 

From England's Leader be obtain'd. Refled» 

Thb facrcd Temple, your afylum, ftands 

Clofe to the ramparts : — Were funereal fires 

From yonder confecrated fquare to rife. 

The blazing wonder could not fail to ftrike 

Each Britifc eye : — and would not England's Sons 

Effay to ftop the rites ?— too fure they would ! 

Nay, e'en our City, . of it's Guards bereav'd. 

Might fall an eafy conqueft. 

chiif-bramin, (after a pat^e.J 
Chie^ retire. 

Anon, we'll claim admiflion to the Rajah, 
And bear him our refolves. 

. lExit Narrain. 
Immortal brama. 

Shall we poftpone thy rites, defert thy altars, 
Becaufe the plagues of war are fcatter'd o'tr us ? 
No !— rather be our facrifices doubled—— 

B 3 That 
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. That we may deprecate the wrath of Heaven, - 
Draw down it's hottcft light'nings on the Foe, 
And drive hitii from this fliorc. — The prefent mo- 
ment ' ' 
Aione, perhaps, is our's ; — but, let us prove. 
That Brama's Sons, the' compafs'd round with 

ruin, 
Can Hand undaunted on the brink, of fate. 
And, to the laft, his lacred caufe maintain. 

lExeuttt mtui, 

SCENE 11. 

Tht Pavilion of Indanma, 

JNDAMORA and FATIMA. 



My deafeft Miitrefs, to what barb'rous laws 
Stern Fate has madethee fubjeft! — Thefierceljon, 
In this dire clime, is nobler far than Man :■ 
He lives but to proted his weaker mate. 
Smooths all her paths, and even dies to fave her ; 
"While Man, who boalls the glorious light ofrcafon. 
Adds to the various ills entail'd,on Womap, 
Nay, wreaks his cruelty beyond the grave I 

INDAUORA. 

Born, as thou wdt, beneath mild Perfian flties. 
The rigours of our law excite thy wonder: 
But I, acruftom'd to behold thefe wall*- 
Crofted with fmoke of hiiman facrifice, 
I, who, alas, too frequently have fetjn 
The op'ning flower of life confum'd in fiaittes, 
I ftand relign'd to meet that awefiil doom 
Which waits the Matron who furvives her L6rd, 
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Canft diou alone be tranquil and relign'd. 
When e'en the humbleft Menial of rfiy train 
Is loft in frantic woe ? 

INDAMORA. 

My Hufband lives not ;— 
His Spirit calls me hence. 

FATIMA. 

Canforrow, then. 

Chafe from thy bofom ev'ry wilh to live t^ 

How muft thy foul have doated on it's Lord ! 

' INDAMORA. 

Miftake not, Fatima. Tyrannic Honor 
Alone impels my fteps. — I have no choice, 
Save Death, or— more intolerable^fliame 1 

FATIMA. 

Unjuft, inhuman law I 

IHDAMORA. 

Weep not, my Friend ! 

The fun of happinefs ne'er bcam'd on me— ^ 
From early youth, e'en zo the prefent hour, 
Misfcmune's clouds have daricen'd all my days. 



What fay'ft thou ?— Whence that agonizing figh? 
Ne'er, till this wretched fflmnent, has one found 
Of munn'ring difcontent efcap'd thy lips. 

INDAMORA. 

Kaowj duty tt) a bufband tied my tongue, 

B 4 VATIHA^ 
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That duty ceafts now— and ere the 0amcs 
For ever hide thee from my fight, O, fpeak, r 
Deign, my lov'd Miftrels, tounveil die fourcc 
Of thofe faft-gulhing tears, which e'en the thou^ 
Of thy approaching, . thy terri&c fete 
Cou'd not force from thee. 

IKDAMORA. 

For myfelf alone 

I ne'er cou'd weep— but, for .my dearer felfl— 

O, BramJ, if t have tr^nfgrefs'd thy laws 

By loving One, when to Another wedded. 

Accept, ,in expiation for the crime,' 

Thy hapiefs fervant's life! ' 

. FATIMA. 

Fmloftinwonderl 

JN&AMORA. 

Alas, what cruel, what inceflant confiiAs,' 

'Twixt Love and Duty have 1 not cndur'dl— ^ 

But thou (halt know my forrows — for thy heart. 

Thy faithful heart, will then forbear to grieve 

That I Ihou'd caft life's heavy burthen down.— 

O, moment big with mis' ry, when my SireJ 

Forfook his natiyeOugly'&fruitftil fields 

To fettle on thefe Ihores'— The felf-fame bark 

Which, foite of adverfe billows, bore mc HJther, 

The felf-fenrle bark contain'd — difaft'rous fate I— 

A Bririfh chief, adorn'd with ev'iy virtue 

To charm and captivate our gentler Sex. 

Oft we convers'd, and foon, too foon, "were join'd 

In adamantine bonds of pureft love: 

But the harfh laws qf India's barb'rous Clime 

Forbade my Father to refign his Child 

Into a Chriftian's poweri— and, left thishcart 

ShouW 
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Shou'd dare to difubey greac Brama's will» 
My ruthlels Sire compell'd me to accept 
The faith of aged Bukah, whom I loath'd, 
Deteftcd — for his unenlighten'd mind 
Was brutal, favage as the fiery pard 
Who hunts our woods for prey, 

TATIMA. 

And canft thou, then, 

O, canlt tftou 10 his manes lacrifice ' 

A life which, now, thy Lover furc may dam ? 

IDDAMORA. 

Alas, he fled from Afu's fatal fliore 
The inltant cruel force had torn mt from, him I 
Perhaps, ere now, his noble foul has left 
That gallant form which, to my mental fight; 
Is prefect ftill.— Feitiapb, in feme new fliapc - 
His tender faichfui fpirit hovers near me. 
And trembles at his Indamora's doom : 
But, if in human mould he flood before ijs. 
What cou'd It profit me? — for death itfelf 
■Difftilves not, in this land, the nuptial Vow, 
Religion, honor, virtue, all demand— 
O, dcftiny accurs'd! — that I ihould join. 
For ever join, in death, the hated Tyrant 
Who tore mc from the Huiband of my heart, 

FAT I MA. 

Horror 1 behold a Bramin moves this way — ■ 
His penlive look befpeaks his fatal errand. 

IHDAMORA. 

New, Brama, drive the Woman from my foul. 
Arm it with more than manJy fortitude, 
That I may boldly plunge 'mid gulphs of Ere, 
And «xpiate my ev'ry crime 'gunft thee I 

Enter 
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Enter the young brauin. 



Com'ft thou> fell Prieft, to claim a dreadful prcHniie> 
And crop die fwceteft fiow'r that ever bloom'd 
Beneath thefe fcOTchiiig funs ? — 0> gaze upon her, 
Gaze on that angel-form, that winning foftnels. 
And pity, fure, will melt thy harden'd heart ! 

YOVNG BRAMIN. 

Thus, wherefoe'er I tread, reproach purfiies me! 

iNDAMORA, (ia Fatima.) 
Withdraw, my Friend.— Wc wou'd be private. 
' lExitFatima* 

Bramin, 

Dread not reproach from me. In thee 'tis virtur 
To urge mjr &te, and lead me to the flames. 

YOUKG BRAHIN, (ofidt.) 

Her accents pierce my foul ;— her plaintive eyts^ 
Where deep-defpairing forrow fits enthron'di 
Deftroy my bef); rcfcdves. 

INDAMORA. 

From whepce proceeds 

That pitying Iigh ? Stern Braha's Votaries, 

In tenfold apathy Ihou'd fiieathe their hearts, 

YOUNO BRAMIN, (ofiie.) 

Can I, ^he guArdian of our hallow'd altars. 
Bereave them of their prey ? Compaffion, hence ! 
And thou, uhfeeling Honor, tieach thefe hands 
To do their horrid office!— Gentle Lady, 
Our Chief commands, that IftoxrfdguidethjrAeE* 
To yonder Funeral-pilfc 

INDAI10R4* 
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INDAHOKA. 

Why ftarts that tear ? 

Why doft thou gaze lb anxioydjr upon me f 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

O, I muft gaze no longer I left my Ups, 
Rebellious to their duty, bid thee fliun 
That death, whichr if our Sages err not, wafcs 
Thy foul to bliis tmnTcesdent as thy fame. 

IKDAMORA. 

Thole looks, thpfe words, accord hot with a Bramia: 
Say, wherefore didft thou link, thyfclf with Mco 
"Who vow to ftifle pity i 

YOUNO BRAMIH, 

O, what Mortal 

Is Matter of his fate ?— From life*s firft dawn 
I've been the fport of Fortune. Had the hand. 
The gen'rous hand which fnatch'd me Irom the 

waves, 
O, had it borne me from this clime for cvier ! — 
An Outcaft, unconnefted with the world, 
1 entcr'd yori proud temple j 'and, e'en there. 
The barb rous Fiend, who, from my natal dayv 
Affail'd my tender life, torments meftili. 

■ . INDAMORA. 

Unhappy Youth !— What Fiend ?— ; 

YOUNO BRAItlH. 

Tynnmc Cuftom: 

She bids the fav^e Tons of Indoftan . . 
Sufpend, for three fuccelDve nights and days. 
Beneath fome branch of the wide-ftretching palm. 
Each Babe whofe feeble mouth rejefts the breaft : 
Tfa& haplels lips refus'd chat fiiit fupporc 
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Of Man's frail being : —thrice 'twas offcr'd, thrice 
I ftill refus'd,— when he who gave me life. 
By cruel Cuftom's abfolute decree. 
To Ganges' holy flood confign'd his Child : 
But Ganges, as if piteous of my fate. 
Threw back his burden to the ftiore — when lo I 
A Stranger, by benign compaffion fway'd. 
With foft'ring care rccall'd my fleeting breath. 
And rear'd me up to Man-^but now, alas ! 
His aged eyes are clos'd. — Forgive me. Lady ! 
I dwdl upon my own calamities. 
Nor think of the dread caufe which brOug^ «me 
hither. 

INDAMOILA. 

Thy forrows, ill-ftar'd Youth, recall mj own. 
Far from this Ihore, in my dear native Land, 
That cruel law, which doom'd thee to the waresj 
Coft me a Brother. 

YOUNO BRAMIIT. 

Fatal iiiperftition I 

INDAMORA. 

Relentlefs Brama's wrath purfues my race! 
By his decree, in bloody Malabar, 
The widow'd Sifter diesj — by his decree 
The Brother pcrilh'd, guiltlcfe babe, m Ougly. 

YOVNO BRAMIK. 

In Ougly, laidft thou ?— Wohder, joy and fear. 
Spring in my foul.— O, fpeak 1 cam'It: thou bam 
Ougly? 

INDAMORA. 

There was I curft with life. 
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YOUNG BftAMIH. 

Thy Father's namfe— 
Quickj quick reveal it 1 — r— ■ .. 

INDAMOKyi,' 

Was Lanaffah, v ' .. 

. TOtING B&AMIir. '] 

Heav'n! ' -„ ; 

All bounCBous Heav'n I— My Sifter! vX 

. ^IMDAMpRA* 

How? — Amazement I ..,: i 

May I believe i-^ ^.. " 

VOUNG BBAMIS. 

L.anaffah was my Sire : 

Lanaffah, too, on Ougly's Shore, oonfign'd 

His infant-fon to death : but this blefs'd moment 

Atones for all the rigoars of niy fate. . . 

O, ttk« a Prodvcr to ichy heart . ■ ■ ■ ; 



A Brother 1 

And may I call thpe by that tender najne" ? ' ' 

Is he who, in this rude unfeeling Land, 
Could melt with pity for a Stranger's woes. 
Is he indeed my Brother ?f— Now, methinks,— 
Thy pardon, Brama I— now, 1 fein would live- 
But C>, it muft not be ! 

tOung bkauik. 

It muft ! it (hall ! 

Brama lumfelf has fent me here to fave rfiee ! 

INOA- 
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No, rather fay to torture me.»— A^, think. 
At what a moment wc are re-united 1 
The gates of life, alas, 'gainft me are clos'd— 
My word is plcdg'd^— Death claims his promis'd 

viftim, , 
And, Ihou'd 1 bafel^ (huivhis dreadful gra(p. 
Eternal infamy awatts my fear. 
Then, if thou art my Brother, kindly a& 
An Indian Brother's part;-~infpireituft.ibul,~ 
This foften'd foul, with fortitude to drive 
Each tender though r away, and' firmly ruih 
Mid wares of roaring flames. 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Diftraftion! Horror! 

O, thou haft brought a pifture to my viCTr 

Which nature (hrinks Troiii {•^Have the Fates «- 

ftor'd dice, 
AW-pcrfea as thou ieem'ft, have they, atMnffh, 
Reftor'd thee to a brother, that his hand 
May crop thy'being Ihort ?— 

INDAMORA. - . , 

Religion, Honor, 

Thy Honor, (dearer dian my own,) demands 
This forfeit life:— then, let us pzujc no longer. 
But lead me to the Pyre. 

YOtING SRAHTW. 

Lead thee to death! 

No -fooner (or, thefe defp'rate hxnds fliall lay 
Yon Temple and it's helliJh laws in afli^. 
Too long, already, this devoted Land 
Has groon'd beneath imperious Cuftom's empire : 
But we'll dcftroy the fiend, overthrow her altars, 

Aai 
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And, on their ruins, found a ^odlike Pile 
To .Reafpn and .Humanity. 

INBAM&KA. 

Thourav'ftl 

Can we, two atoms in riie fcale .of Beings^ 

Can w,c deftroy the mighty Woit of ages. 

And tiample brama's facred lyfrs in duft ? 

Nay, were it poflibie, cou'dft thou, my Brodier, 

Who bear'lt a Bramin's hallow'd name, cou'c^ 

thou 
Be impious, facrilegious? 

YOUMO BRAMIK. 

Peace, I charge thee! 

Thy cruel words drive Reafbn from her feat. 

And fill this anguilh'd mind with madnefs. — Hahl 

A ray of light breaks in — 'tis fent by Heaven, 

In pity to ourfntFriags.— 'Jf thy kFntS 

Can boaft one fpark of that unfeign'd affeftlon 

Which blazes, with triumphant power, in mine. 

Approach not yon terrific Pile till I 

Return to guide thy fteps. Farewel» my Sifter! 

And, if a Brother's life be worth thy care. 

Remember my injun;^on. 

[Exit young JBramin, 

INDAMORA. 

Like a dart. 

Shot from the Tartar's bow, he fled away. 

What means thii eager hafte ! — Dear, ardent 

Youth! 
Can thy weak efforts brama's laws reverfe, 
Or make the clam'rous voice of Honor mute ? 
Still, I'll remember thy injunftion — yes — 
Far as I can, I'll prove my gratitude, 
My tender gratitude to thee.— O, Heaven, 

4 Wa« 
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Was not my ciip of forf ow foil before ? 
And muft this heart, too prone, alas, to grieve 
For others' woe, mgft it be tortur'd, rack'd. 
With a lov'd Brother's fuff'rings?/ Now, indeed. 
Death wears a ghaftlyfhape. — Reflection, hence I 
XjcA thefe new ties bind down my foul to earth, 
Rob it of endle^ &me, and, — fad exchiinge 1— 
With infamy eternal blaft my days. 



fiND 09 THE riRST ACT. 
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A TRAGEDY. 
ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Raymond's Tent. 
Raymond, yo/w. 



Jf ORGIVE me, O, my Country, if by Love, 
Too powerful Love impcl'd, I've dar'd to grant> 
For one fhort day, a truce to thefe Barbarians ! 
To-morrow's fun may fee their ramparts ftorm'd, ' 
Their ftreels deep-drcnch'd in blood, their Babes, 

dicir Matrons, 
Refign'd to all the brutal rage of war : 
And cou'd I, then, when Fortune gave the mean5> 
Cou'd I forbear t' employ this litde day 
In fearch of Her, for whofe dear fake alone 
I brave, once more, thefe fervid Eaftern Ikies ? 

O, my Beloved ! —does thy tender hegit 
Still gfoan beneath a Tyrant Hufband's power ? 
Or has high Heaven, in mercy, broke thy chains. 
And giveri thee back to liberty and Raymond ? 
By day, by night, thy image haunts my foul 1 
E'en while I fleep, in bafelefs fantafie. 
Thy fair form flits before my mental eye : 
Sometimes, methinks, I view thee, in the fight 
Falling, beneath a thoufand clafliing fwords j 
Till thy fond Raymond to thy refcue flics, 
Strikes all thy Foes with terror and difmay. 
And bears thee to fome fweet cnamell'd bower: 

C Then 
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TheDi with the wirlwind's Ipeed, thou art tranf- 

ported 
To a lone rock encompais'd round with Tea ; 
And, while vafl: fbaining waves come tow'ring o'er 

thee. 
Thy Raymond borrows quick an Angel's fhape, 
, And wafts thee, in his faithfiil arms, to Hcav'n. 
If that blefs'd Power who, in compaflion, veils 
From mortal eyes the book of Fate, if e'er 
He makes a dream the Herald of his will. 
Sure this is moft aufpicious. — Albert ! — Hah ! 

Enter albert. 

RAYMOND. 

So foon retum'd !— O, fpcak, difdofe my doom ! 
It hangs upon thy lips. — Eto yonder walls 
. Yet hold my Life, my Love ? . 

ALBERT. 

Alas ! I know notj 

I cou'd not reach the Town. 

HAYMOND. 

What fatal caufe 
Deter'd rfiy fteps ? 

ALBERT. 

A fpedlacle of horror } 

Which Ign'rance, aided by fanatic Zeal, 

Prepares in yon enclofure, where the fpire 

Sacred to &rama, rears it's hallow'd head. 

All entrance to die city is denied. 

Save thro* yon Temple, whofe ftupendous gates 

The Natives in fuch cluft'ring groupcs furround. 

That 'twere as eafy to difpart the earth. 

As penetrate thro' this h^ mafs of People. 

Confufion. 
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Confiifioti on the Rajah!~tho' his tongue. 
In honied accents, pleaded for a truce, 
That India, and her fraudful Priefts, might give 
Funereal honors to their Warriors fl«n, . 
His Plea was mere pretence. 

RAYMOND. 

Pretence ! 

ALBERT. 

To offer 

A human facn6ce at Brama's Ihrine, 

He fought this paufe from war. 

RAYMOND. 

Diflcmbiing Villain! 



. And, ere another hour be paft, the Viftim, 
(A lovely Widow in life's frelheft bloom,) 
Will mgunt the Funeral-pile, and, fclf-devoted. 
Die to rejoin her Lord. 



Forbid it. Heaven ! 

Know'ft thou not Albert, that the Priefts of 

BRAMA, 

Lur'd by thofe gems which each deluded Viftim 
Prefents at his ciirft fhrine, from age to age 
Enforce, thro' out this barb'rous Land, a practice 
Which Frenzy, not Religion, tirft began. 
Shall Chriftians, then, who come to chafe away 
Thofe mifts of error that o'ercloud the Eaft, 
Shall they allow fclf-murder ? 

ALBERT. 

Should you diwart _ 

C 3 The 
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The will oftht fierce Bramins.the may break 
Our juft-concluded truce. — Wild Havock, then, 
Wou'd reign triumphanc— and our uttnoft care 
Tb fuccour her you love 

RAYMOND. 

O, name not Love ! 

Humanity now calls mc — and the Wretch 
Who difregards her voice, is not a Briton ! 
Strike up our drums — I'll feck the trcach'rous 

Rajah— 
And, if entreaties move him not, this fword 
Thro' butchering P'riefts fliall mow its defpcrate 

way. 
And fave the Viftim. 

[^fiourijb. Exit Raymond. 



Inconfid*rate youth ! 

Ardent to fave a fmgle life he goes. 

Perhaps, to fpill the blood of thoufands.— Hah ! 

Ifmy fight errs noli hither fpeeds a Bramin. 

Enter THE YOUNG BRAMIN. 
. YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Where is your Chief?— this moment wou'd I fee 
him— 

ALBERT. 

Then, feek the City— ihither is he gone 
To overthrow yon fatal Pile which tow'rs 
Above your Temple-gates 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

O, rapture I Gone ! 

Is he then gone ?— Heaven ^d the glorious work. 
And, 
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And, on his head, pour choiccft bleflings down ! ' 
But hafte, brave Warrior, hafte to iave your fleet. 
Our crafty Bramins, anxious to avert 
From their folemnlties, each Chriftian eye. 
Sent, ere I fled the waits, a daring Band 
To fire yon ftately fliips. 

ALBERT. . 

Infernal Traitors ! 

And is it thus they keep their truce ? What, ho. 

Soldiers, to arms! — If truth dwells on thy tongue. 

Not e'en the altars of accurfed Brama, 

Shall prove a refijgc to his pcijur'd Sons. 

[ExitAlbtrt. Aflourijb. 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Exalted chief of Britain ! art thou gone, - 
By nought, fave mild humanity, impel'd. 
To refcue one thou, know'ft not ? — O, for feet 
Swift as the Antelope's, that I might fly. 
With this blefs-'d news, to wretched Irldamora ! 

S C E N E II. 

^be infide of the Paged of zswara. 

Solemn Mujtc, 

Enter y from the further end of the Pagod, a Precef- 

fton of Bramins, ^c, followed hy the Crief-Bra- 

min, Indamora, Fatima, and Indians. Jndamera , 

throws gifts to the People asjhe wdlks along. 

CHIEF-BR^lMIN. 

Here, let uspaufe. Retire, my Friends, and wait 
In yonder hallow'd Square. [Exeunt ally hut the 
Chief. Bramin and Indamora.'] Heroic Matron, 

Cj Caft 
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Cait oF thofe fparkling g^^ms, thqk gorgeous veft* 

meats, 
AJmighiy Brama claims; and, robed in white. 
Come forth, a fpotlcfs off'ring, fit for Heav'n. 

INDAMORA, 

I goj but mark me, Priefli. The holy Youth, 
By thee deputed to infpii-e this heart 
With fortitude to die, his hand alone 
Shall lead me to the flames. 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Why ftayfor him? 

Unmindful of his charge, th' inconftant Boy, 
Cannot be found: — and, in thefe tott'ring walls. 
By foes encircled, eachdelay breeds danger. 
Thy wordis paft; already thy great foul, 
Tow'rjng above this earth, is fix'd on Heaven. 
The Champion of our law, th'eledt of Brama, 
The bright example of thy Sex thou ftand'ftj 
And death alone remains to waft thy fame 
To holy Ganges and the diftant Ind. 
Thy Hufband too, perhaps— 

i^damora. 
■ Name not my Hufband ! 

There's terror in the' word — — but, fince our law 
Makes death, or infamy, my only choice, 
I cannotpaufe between them. What rewards 
The Gods beftow on thofe who dare to meet 
A doom like mine, is yet wrap'd up in darkncfsj 
Nor will I trull my thoughts to meditate 
On fcenes a workl unknown may bring to view. 
Sorrow has been my portion here— and forrow 
Turns death's terrific femblance into fmiies. — 
But for thofe fkvor'd few, whole paths are ftrew'd 
With rofes, not with thorns, to die is grievous — 
5 And 
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AndO, if Martyrs' prayers indeed are borne 
OnAngel's' wings to Heaven, great Brama, hear 1 
And never more let Honor's voice coippel 
The heart unfortified by woe, to rufti 
Mid life-devouring fires ! 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Thy wifli b impious ! 

And fdlies.'With it's pois'nous breath, the crown, ' 

The Martyr's crown which hovers o'er thy head. 

By holy Brama, thefe vile Sons of Britain 
With coward Chriftian doftrines taint our minds 
More quickly than their thunders raze ourCidest 
And e'en thy mind — Ihame to thy glorious Race ! 
Thy mind's infefted. — Hepce! prepare for death ! 
And, marb- me, ifthoudar'ft again to cherilh 
One thought repugnant to high Brama's laws, 
" His vengeful arm will plunge thy foul in flames 
Unquenchable, eternal! 

[£*// the Chief Bramin. 

INDAMORA. 

Furious Prieft! • 

Thy words difgrace the Pow'r thou mean'ft to 

fcrve. 
My Brother! wherefofe com'ft thou not? — Ah, 

wherefore. 
In cruel kindnefs, doft riiou lengthen out 
Thefe laft fad hours of life ?— And muft 1 die 
For him my fouldetefts ? — That thought alone 
Puts fortitude to flight.— Support me. Heaven ! , 
And if 3 wretch fo fallible, fo frail. 
Dare alk thy favor, deign to hear me now ; 
Should that dear Youth who, fpite of time and 

diftancc, 

C4 Still 
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Still reigns unrlvall'd in this fond, fondhear^ 
Should he yet draw the vital air, O, make me, 
(Soon as this nlortal form to afhes turns,) 
Make me a Guardian- Angel to my Love 1 
Then, if te;nptations rife to ftain his honor, 
I'll whilper in his ear bright Virtue's charms ; 
Then, ifheftrives in the unequal combat, 
I'll turn th^ murd'rous falchion from his breaftj 
And when, at length, worn out with glorious toils. 
He flruggies in the very arms of death, 
I'll watch his Spirit from its houfe of clay. 
And guide it to extatic joys above I 
Could I Ijope this!— ™- My Brother ! 

Enler the young bramiw. 

YOUNG BR.AM1N. 

Indamora ! - 

I come, the happy meflenger of joy ! 

Each threat'ning cloud, which gather'd o'er thy head. 

Is breaking faft away Britannia's Chief, 

Fearlefs, has paft our gates, and now, with all 
A Lover's warmth, before the Rajah ^eads 
For thy dear life,— nay, even deigns to offer 
Peace, honorable peace, if Brama's Sons 
No rriore pollute his rites with human blood. 

INDAMORA. 

Aftoniihment! — Can Britain's Leader riflt 
His precious life for rae, for one he knows not ? 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Benevolence, that glorious Guide of all 
Who bear the Chriftian ijame. Benevolence 
Alone impels hiis fteps. 
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INDAMORA. 

O, lead me to him ! 

ThatI may pouf out this full foul ia thanks 

for goodncfs fo tranicendent. ^ 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Hold!— Outlaws, 

Our cruel laws, detain thee here. Excite not 
The anger of the Priefts, left they fliould drag thee. 
Heart-rending thought! to tnftant death — ■ ■ 

■Enter tatima. 



O, Bramin> 

If thou indeed wou'dft prove thyfelf the Brother 
Of my lov'd M^ftrefs, fly, and fave her Champion. 
No fooner did the Priefts his purpofe learn. 
Than, in yon hallow'd fquare, they potted ruffians 
To flab him as he quits the Temple. 

INDAMORA. 

Horror ! 

And ftiall he bleed for me ?—— The truce muft 
guard him 

YOUNG BRAMIl). 

Already is that broken. — England's fleet 
Is wrapp'd in flames. 

INDAMORA.' 

Nay, then, my death alone 

Can qiicU the murd'rous fury of our Prieflis, 

And 
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And (ave this Hero's Hfc.7-In fucha caufc 
To die is tranfp9rt ! 

VDITNG BKAMIN. 

O, whatmadnefs — r- 

INDAUOKA. 

Hafte! 

Hafte, ifthoulov'ft me! Tell th'in&tiateBraminsi 

r go to caft theft Iplendid cuppings off^ 

And, tnftant> meet my doom. 

yOUHO BRAMIN. 

O, flop!— Reacft! 

INDAMORA. 

This is no time for thought. Nay, if thou ling'reft, 
I'll to the.Prieft myfelf. Exalted Briton, 
This heart, refponfive to thy own, exults 
Td die fqr him who riiks his life foj me ! 

\_Exit Ijidam era, ] 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Stop, Indamora !— 

[Te Fatima.'] Follow, quickly follow ! 

Arrefl: her fatal fteps ! tell her, the brand 

"Which lights her Funeral- Pyre confumes me too : 

O, bid her live, and truft a Brother's zeal 

To fave her Champion ! \Exit Fatitna.1 

Gracious Heaven ! he's here 1— 

Enter 
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Eater Raymond, (Attended.) 

RAYMOND. 

Conduft mc to your viftim : I would learn. 
From her own lips, if 'tis her choice to die. 
Behold the Rajah's mandate. ^Sbews a PaperJ] 

YOUNG BRAMIM. 

Noble Chief, 

Our lofr? Priefts own not the Rajah's power 

Within thefc hallow'd walls : befides, the Viftim 

Is parted hence, to purify her foul 

By holy rites, and fit it for the fldes. 

RAYMOND. 

Away ! — Thou'ft coin'd this talc. 

YOU NO BRAMIK. 

You little know me. 

ratmohd. 
Thou art a Bramin. 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Yes, I blufti to own it : ^ , 

But, tho* a Bramin, I am ftill a Man j 

A Man opprcfs'd by forrow Read my foul.— 

In her, whom cruel fete condemns to die, 
I found a lovely Sifter. 



Hah ! a Sifter. 
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Then fhe is loft indeed.— Too well I know 
The bonds of nature here are burfl in twain j 
And he, who (hould protect a Sifter's life> 
Exhorts her to the Barnes. 

YOUNG BKAMIH. 

Confound not me 

With my.accurs'd afibciates. This fond breaft 

Glows with fraternal love : nor is there aught 

r»e not attempted to prefcrve tfce beft. 

The brighteft of her fex. E'en to thy camp 

I flew for aid,—.** but thou, benignant Chriftian ! — 

** Waft gone, unaflc'dj to plead the righteous caule 

" Of 19ft humanity. Fain would thefe lips 

" Eflay to thank thee ; — but all words muft fail 

" To paint th'o'erwhelming fenfe of gratitude 

*' Which reigns in fouls like mine." 

' RAYMOND. 

Thy Accents, Prieft, 

Accord not with deceit. 1*11 doubt no more. 
Then tell me, is it choice, or rigid Honor, 
Impels thy Sifter's fteps ? Say, was her heart 
So wedded to it's Lord, that life, without him. 
Is but a ling' ring death i 

YOUNG bramim. 
If Fame fpeak true, 

Her heart had early /orm'd another union. 
Which cruel wedlock broke. 



Another union ! 



wGdo-^Ic 



ATRAGEDY. 29 

VctlHC BRAMIH. 

Yet, fiich is her heroic fenie of honor. 
That all a Brother's prayers have not avail'd 
To Ihakc her direful purpofe:— but fend Heaven, 
As if refolv'd to ft^ our Hoody rites. 
Has fent a pitying Angel, in thy form. 
To fave my dearer felf— my Indamora— — • 
Wherefore that ftartj what mean thofe looks of 
frenzy ? 



Thy Indamora, faid'ft thou ? — She, the Viftim ! 
Came I thils far to be the wretched Witnefs 
Of Indamora's death ? — Diftraftion ! —Lead me. 
If pity ever touch'd thy bofom, lead me 
This moment to her fight ! 

YOUNG BRAMIH. - 

Alas, thofe gates , 

To ftrangers ever clos'd, muft keep thee from her, 

Tiil, rob'd for Gicrifice, Ihe iffues forth 

To mount yon horrid Pile. 

RAYMOND. 

My brain's on firC' 

O, urge me not to madnefs !— 

YOUNG-BRAMIK. 

Heav'n and Earth ! 

Whence Iprings this fudden rage ? 

RAYMOND. 

I tell thee, Bramin, 
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Not gates of tenfold adamant ihall {top 
A deip'rate Lovcr^s courfe. 

TOUNC BRAMIN. 

A Lover's— Hah ! 

RAYMOND. 

O, fhc was mine by ev'ry facred tic 

That binds enamour'd hearts, ere ruthlefs Bukah 

Seiz'd her relu(5tant hand ! 

YOITNGBKAMIH. 

Myfterous Heaven ! 

Yet liften to my words, and let not palllon. 
Blind headftrong paffion, render vain the wonderSj 
The miracles a Power divine has wrought 
On this inhuman fliore.— 

Enter yxRRAttt, 



Speed, Chief of Britain, 

From thefe perfidious walls ! — Our fi-audful Rjyah, 
Confed'rate with the Bramins, fcign'd to lean 
Towards honorable peace, that he might lure thee 
Into his curfed toils. The faithlefs Wretch, 
'Spite of our truce, involves thy fleet in flames : 
And now, the Braminslead a mighty Hofl: 
To flay thee-in this Temple. Though a native 
Of guileful Malabar, my heart rccoil'd 
At bafencfs fo unrivd'd j and I flew ' 
(Impatience lent me wings,) to warn thee hence. 

RAYMOND. 

Well, let the Traitors come. This littfc Band 
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With confcioiis Virtue artn'dj is more than equal 
To thoufands, Bghting in a guilty caufe. 

' NARRIAN, 

Alas, not e'en thy matchlefs valour, Chief, 
Which oft has made our braveft warriors fly. 
Not e'en thy valour can avail. 

YOVNC BRAMIN. 

Reaeft. 

The life of Indamora hangs on thine. 

RAYMOND. 

0, thou haft made a Coward of me ! 

(Adiftantjhwt.) 
narrain. 
Hark! 

Hear ye that fhout?— The Murd'rers come— 
O, haftel— — 

YOUNG-BRAMIN. 

Yob grafs-grown aile conduds thee to a cavern 
Scoop'd thro' the folid rock; and oft, 'tis faid. 
The fepulchrc of thofe who dare rebel 
'Gainft Bkama's fov'reign Pi;ieft : This cavern 

leads. 
By windings, to the main. Then hafte, brave 

Chriftian, 
Myfelf will point the way; hafte to thy camp; 
And, fince our truce is broken, bring thy powers. 
Clad in the terrors of wide-wafting war, 
To refcue her thou lov'ft. — Meanwhile, my cares 
Shall, for a time, retard the facrifice. 

■ (A louder Pout.) 

NAR.RAIN. 

Anotlter Ihout 1 
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YOUNG BRAMIN. 

O, haftel 



What f Leave my Love 

In the fell Bramins' grafp ?— No— this good arm— 

YOUKO BRAMIN. 

What can one arm atchieve, oppos'd to thoufands ? 
Speed, or my Sifter dies ! — B?hold that Pile— — 

RAYMOND. 

Horror ! diftraftion ! O, direct me, Hcay'n ! 

( Another fiiout.) 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

fn me, thy Indamora calls- — - 

RAYMOND, 

I come : 

But, mark me, tell thefe treach'rous Priefts of 

Brama, 
Thefe vile Aflaflins, Indamora (lands 
A fliield *twixt them and fate; — Should they de- 

ftroy her. 
By Hcav'n I'll fweep their bloody Race from earth ! 
Their Friends, their altars, nay, their very Idols, 
Shall feci myutmoft rage. — Thisfpfendid Temple 
I'll make a fmoaking heap of duft and ruins. 
And the whole city one huge Funeral-Pyre 1 

\Exeiint omnes. 



SND OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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A C T III. 

S C'E N E I. 

AJfactoHS ^adrangle, Jammded with Recks.— 
. At the further end^ the Paged of Esw^ra.-t- 
A Ftmeral-Pile in the middle of the ^adrangle, 
with a Platform, leading from the Jieps of the 
Pagpd to the top of the Pile.— The Sea at a dif- 
tanee.-- Time, Evening. — The rijing Moon dif- 
tovers the Englijh Fleet ft anding out to Sea. 

The young bramin /olus. 

WRETCHthatlam! and is the only joy, 
Theonlf ray of hope my ibulcou'd catch at, 
Obfcur'd lb loon ? — Supreme Eswara, hear mc ! 
With ftrength divine endue this feeble mind j 
Left I Ihould murmur at thy facredwill, ' 
And dare to queftion thy indulgent goodnefs ! ' 
O, Raymond ! when benevolence like thine 
Is recompcns'd with death, — when Indamora, 
The good, the pious Indamora, falls 
By Prieftcraft's guileful hand ;-^, who Ihall fay. 
That Virtue is the care of Heaven ? I fliudder !— 
My tongue grows impious, 

Deareft Indamora ! 
Thou know'ft not half the rigours of thy fate — 
For this, I thank the Gods. — With what fond 

tranfport 
I fiew to tell her, that a Lover's arm 
Was rais'd to fliield her life 1 — but blefs'd indeed, 
D Thritc 
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Thrice blcfs'd, was the H 

mandate. 
Which bar'd my efitrancC. 



Thrice blcfs'd, was the High-Ptieft's imperious 
mandate. 



Bramin, from thy Sifter, 

A laftrequeft I bring; that thou'lt forbear. 

Thro* rafti miftaken love t'oppofe her doom* 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Alas, the hand which ftiould have fnatch'd ker 

fr6m it ' , 

Is now unnerv'd. — The glorious Chief of BrltaiQ 
No fooner 'fcap'd from hence than, fwift as light. 
Eager to fave his burning (hips he fped ; 
But, fcarcc'had reach'd the harbour, whena jav'lin, 
By Indian fury guided, pierc'd his heart.^— 
Confounded, panic -ftruck, the troops of Britain 
On ^oard the remnant of their fquadronhaftc. 
And fpread each fail for flight. 

TATIMA, 

Whence comes this news ? 

YOtTNG BRAMIN. 

From one, by the Chief Bramin's care, diJpatch'd 
To bring intelligence j — and, were there need 
Of aught t' authenticate the tale, behold^ 
Whej-e lightly (kimming o'er the pathlefs main. 
The rapid veflels fly. 

PATIMA. 

My dear loft Miftrefs ! 

Are, then, thy many virtues all devoted 

A prey to rav'nous flames i ■ 

TOVHO 
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YOUNG BRAMIIHi 

J^p-^— ere flie mounts 

This fatal Pile, I fwear, tk'inhuman Priefts 

Shall tear me limb from limb.- Nay, I'll appeal 

To India's Sons ac large, affert the rights 
Of nature, and demand a Siller's life. 
Hafte to her, Fatima, declare my purpofe. 
My fix'd rcfolvc not to furvive her lols. 



Solemn Mujic. 

A grand Funerat-Pfoce£ion advances from thePdgod 
a/EswARA, andj crefftng the Platform, defcendi 
upon the Stage. 

Chorus of Braminsi - - 

Hafte, hafte, hafte ! the folemn Rites prqJai^ t 

Brama's Sons anofF'ring bring; 
Hafte, hafte, hafte ! the folemn Rites prepare I 

Let our Shores with gladnefs ring. 

Semi-ChoriiS. 
See ! the wid6w*d Fair draws nigh, 
beck'd with beauty's freftieft blooni i 
See her nobly fix'd to die. 
On an aged Huft>and's tomb. 

Chdrus of Bramiris. 
Heav'n, with gracious fraile, looks down i 
fc[afte, the folemn Rites prepM^e 1 
tiO 1 behold ! a Martyr's crown 
Fldats upon the buoyant air I 

D 2 Siemj- 
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Semi-Choru^. 

Heart-cheering fongs of proudeft triumph raifej 
To India's fiirther confiiKs waft her pr^, ' 
Who prizes life lefs high than gtoriou; &im!^ 
And adds new luftre to great Brama's name t 

YOVNG BRAMIN. 

Horror !— my he«a die5jn«i4.*-Ri^teous Gods, 
Lxtok down, look dowb at this diftratfting mo- 
ment; 
Send winged lightnings to confume that Pile, 
Or arm with more thm~ mortal eloquence 
Thefe trembling Hpsr'tnat I may melt the breafts. 
The iron breafts of I ndia's Tribes to pijy I 

The Proci^on continues with Orkntal Mufic. the 
Cbief-Bramm and his Train advance from the 
paged. A Nttmker of hdians crowd the ^a- 
dranglu 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Natives t& Inclia, give a loofc to joy ! 
The Monfter, War, is fled, and lovely Peace, 
With bleffings in her train, defcends from Heav'n,, 
To heal the wounds of this affiifted land. 

Brama, all-gracious I^rd ! to fwell the fame 
Of his Vicegerent here, has deign'd to make 
Your Sov'reign-Prieft his bleeding Country's Sa- 
viour. 
Another day too furely wou'd have crown'd ■ 
Britain's detefted Sons with viftory.— — 
I maddcn'd at the thought. — The pldntive Shadci 
Of our brave Vet'rans, on thefe ramparts flain. 
Each moment rofe before me, and call'd aloud 
For vengeance on the Foe.— To break our truce, > 
4 Or 
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Or drag the chain of flavery, and fee 
Our laws, our altars, nay> our Fagods perilh. 
Alone remain'd. — 1 paus'd not in my choice. 
But fent a faithfiil Band, ^o falafl: with flames 
The ftately fleet of BritaiiL— Fair fuccefs 
Fflllow'd the patriot-deed ;— avenging Brama 
Smote the proud Chriftian Chie£| whofe lips pro- 
fane 
So lately dat*d to thwart his will }— and now. 
The Enemy, appal'd, forfakes our (hores. 

To Brama, then, let grateful incenfe rile 
From this funereal Pile, and reach hij throne. 

[7*5 the young Bramin,'\ 
Young Prieft, 'tis rtiine to lead the Viftim forth i 
Away, and bring her fliaight. 

YOUNO BRAMIN. 

Infernal Monfter ! 

Art thou not glutted yet with human blood ? 
Cannot the death of Raymond, peerlefs Chief ! 
Suffice to fate thy cruelty ? — Nay, frown not— • 
Think'ft thou I ftill can venfirate a "Wretch 
Who violates the faith of Nations, nay, 
Boafts of the hellilh aft, and calls'himfelf, 
(Unheard of blafphemy !) the inftrument 
Of an avenging God ? 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Am I awake ? . 

"What madncfs prompts thee ? ' 

YOITNO BRAMIH. 

The clear Kght of Reafon. 
Art thou a Prlefl: ? art thou a hiUlow'd Bramin ? 
"Wheh all thy deeds ptoclaim, thou'rt not a Man, 
Hunvuity, the inflindt'of our Kind, 

D 3 Bom 
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Born in us> with us, and our being's foul. 
The cffence of our nature, thou, fell Savage ! 
Thou know'ft it not. Some flinty rock conceived 
And brqught thee forth.to fcourge the human Rice, 
Thy heart ne'er foften'd at anodier's woe. 
Nor felt the godlike blifs of drying up 
AffliSed Virtue's tears. This barb'rous Temple, 
This tyger's den, ne'er mtnefs'd one kind ai^ 
Of fweet companion. Q, I grieve to think; 
I everenter'd its difgraceful doors I 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Vfert thou not Ihielded by that facred garb, ■ 
My vengeance ftiould o'ertakctiiee, Empty Railer! ■ 
Carift thou abolilh Cuftoms handed down 
From age to age, as holy and heroic ? . 
Can thy weak hand root up that ancient Cypref^ 
.Which fliadows all the Eaft ? 

YOUNG BI^AMINf 
Reaibn -s ftrong axe 
Shall fell it to the Earth, 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Vain-glorious Boy ! 

Time, round the tree, has wripp'd a triple braft, 

YOUNG BRAMIH. 

Say — ratjier round thy heart. 

CHIEF-BRAMIK'* 

Urge me no more ; 

Left all the felf-command a Bramin boalls 
Should not fuffice to Item the tide of paflion 
Which rifcsinmyfoul— Blaipheming Traieorl' 

Thi? 
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This moment bring the Matron, or, with life» 
Atone thy breach of duty. 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Think'ftthouj threats 

Can bend mo to thy will ? — Then learn, Barbarian, 
Such is my zeal to lave this blamclels Viftim, 
That, 'fpite of pride, and the long-cherifti'd ran- 
cour 
Which Indians feel 'gainfl: Europe's craving fons, 
I foughtj this morn, the Britilh Leader's tent, 
And would have ftoop'd t'implore his aid ; but he, 
Unafk'd, had ta'en upon him the defence 
Oflndamora's life. 

CHIEF-BRAMIN, 

Confummate Villain 1 

Faithlefs alike to India and her Gods ! 

Bear him to death ; — not e'en thofe holy veftmcnts 

Shall longer prove his Ihicld. 

(To tbt Jtcmd Bramn.) 

Mean-while, go thou. 
And lead the Matron forth. 

(Guards /urround tbeyaung Bramin.) 

YOUNG BRAMIN. 

Thou know'ft not yet 

Of half my guilt, if it bc guilt to hear 

Great Nature's voice. — Liften, my Countrymen! 

Iii Indamora, I have found a Sifter, 

Whom that relentlefs P'iend would fnatch away 

The moment Fortune gives her to my fight. 

But O, if Nature be not dead within ye, 

Affert her caufe and mine, — preferve this $ifter, 

D 4 And 
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And prove, that virtue and benignant pity. 
In fpite of Prieft-craft, ftill adorn the Eaft. 

Mufic. 

Semi-chorus. 

See ! The WidowM Fair draws mgh, 
Deck'dwith beauty's freflieft bloom i 
See her nobly fix'd to die 
On an aged Hufband's tomb ! 

Grand chorus of Bramins. 
Hcav'n with gracious fmile, looks down ; 
Hafte, the folcmn Rites prepare ! 
Lo ! Behold ! a Martyr's crown 
' Floats upon the buoyant air ! 

Indamora advaTfces, (rohed in white and veiPd,) 
Jrom the Pagod of eswara -.—Jhe is led iy tie Se- 
cond ^SAMiN, and followed hy /wo women, ths 
one bearing a Mirror, the other a dart. Fatiua 
attends. 

young bramin. 
^jook there! — l^ok there ! — Can ye permit that 
form?— - 

CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Peace, impious Wretch ! — Bear him to inftant 
death. 

(Guards Jeize theyeung Bramtti.) 
Indamoraj running down from off the Platform. 

Bear him to inftant death! Stop, murdrous 

Ruffians! 
(She aitmpis to free her brother, hut the guards 
oppofe her. J 

Do 
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Do ye repft f— Apauntl-^Wou'd y« defile. 
With touch profane, the Favorite of Heaven ? 
(The Guards retire) My Brother ! is ic thus Ve 

meet again ! 
And has thy boundlefs bve for me^O, horror 1 
0'erwl>elm'd thee in deftrudtion ? 

CmEF-BEAMIN. 

H^! Begone! 

INDAHORA.' 

Spare hini, great Frieft I—Lxi, on mjr kncM I fiier 

CHI^r-BRAMIN. 

Thy fuit is vain. 

INDAMORA. 

Then, by eswara's fclf. 

Heaven's awfiil King ! yon Pile Ihall ne'er rccova 

It's deftin'd prey. 

rOUNO. BRAUIV. 

What (ays my Sifter ?— Rapture ! 
And can I ftitl preferve thee ? — Lead me heocc^ 
This moment let me die.— But O, remei^Kr, 
Thy word is paft— my death g^vcs life to Aoel 

IHDAMORA. 

Mis'ry '.—The very thought is madnels, tormcn^ 
Woite than the firi that waits nae 1 

YOUNG BRAMJV; 

O, forbear ! 

This one embrace -r— and now ' ■™ 

CHIEF-BRAMIH. 

Stop, headftrong Boy ! 

And learn, ye Tribes of India, that a Branun 

Can trium^ o'er refentmcnt, to promote 

The 
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Thergjo'ry of his Gods. Hafte, Indariiora, 
Afcend yon confecrated Pyre j and take. 
In rccompcnce, tKy Brother's forfeit life. 



Ten tboufand brclfings on thy tongue! thou'ff 

rais'd me -^ 
From mis'ry's deepefl: gulph to highefl: joy, 
Quiclc light the Pile !— I fly to meet my doom ! 

4Brimm ddvantes with a Jightiti firebrand, and- 

kindles the Funeral-Pile. 

TOUNG bra'miw, (holding Indamora.^ 

O, by the love I bear thee!— by the tortures!— 

.CHJEf-BRAMIK. 

Part chefn. "Nay, paufe not, or, he dies, ' 
. IKDAftiOKV). 

I come. 

Sh»-'kreah from her Brother-, who is held fy the 

Guards: the Seeond Bramin leads her towards 

thffiU. : 

vouNG BRAMIN, (to theGuards) 
Stand off, inhuman Ruffians I 

INIJAMORA, CJiopping.) . 
Dearcft Raymond !, 

Wert'thou ftretch'd lifelefs on that aweful Pyre, 
"With what fond ardour woy'd I fly to make 
Thefc, faitHful arms thy tomb !— E'en death, with, 

thee,. 
Wou'd grow belov'd— but O, to mix my aflics 
With-hj?, whofe metn'ry 1 abhor!— 

liPi the. Secoitd BramtTf.'^ Leadon.-^ 
5:9§eaion, worfe than death itfelf, appals me ! 

Soft- 
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Soft anifoUmn-mufie. 

Indamora advances to-wards the Pile~the Mirrer 
and dart are thrown into it — Slaves tbroiv in' oil 
and incen/e — Bramins kneel to Indamora, who 
Viaves 'her hand as if to hlejs them, Indamora 
fiops when file reaches the middle of the Platform^ 
andftands ready to cafi her/elf on the Pile. 

YOUKG BRAMIN. 

Open kind Earth, and hide me in thy centre !^ 

Can Heaven look on {Lightning and Thunder. - 

Hark ! what a dreadful voice 

Exclaims againft fclf-murder 1 {More nuttder.^ 

Hark! again. 

More terribly it founds.— Unhand me. Slaves! 

fie breaks f'-om the' Guards, and rujhes towards the 
Platform : — at tbe/ame moment^ a Shout is heardt 
pjith a grand Flourifi of drums and tna^ets. 

" Voices, from within the Pagod. 
** Stop your unhallow'd Rites! Barbarians, flop!" 

Raymond, at the head ef bis Troops, appears on the 
fiepsoftbe Papd: a Jkirmijh enfues~the Indians 
are driven off, and the Chief- Bramin feized. 
Raymond mounts the Platform in order to J&vt 
Indamora. 

CHIEF-BRAMIN, 

** Our encrny alive ! — ConfufionI 

yOUNG-BRAMIM, 

** Tnmfport I" 

RAYMOND. 

My Indamora 1 

5 INDA- 
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INDAMOKA. 

Hah ! thofc well-known accents 

Csdt back my fltttlngfouK— Am I on E:^ f' 

KAYHOND. 

Ko — — thus to fnatdi thee from the Aantts is 
,- HcaT'nl 

INDAMORA. 

Lord of my heart \rrja,ioTef*ut fancy all-^-^ 
Cea he, for -whom alone Iwiflx to live, 
Caabe be lent to &ve me ? 

RAYMOND. 

Bounteous "Pow'rs I 

Whac joy e'er cqual'd mine ? 

TOUKG BRAMIN. 

My more than Brother 1 

To fee thee living is iadeed a Uik 

1 little hoped for.— Fame deckr'd thee dead. 

INDAMORA. 

O, fay what miracle——— 



Bjt my command 

TTk rumour of my death went forth j and, by 
The fame command, part of my troops cmbark'd 
In the poor remnant of our fquadron ; others. 
Led on by Albert and myfelf, took poft 
In hollows near thedeep :— andfoon as.nig^t 
Began to caft her pitchy mantle o'er us, 
Albert affail'd and fe'iz'd rii'unguarded Town j 
While 1, by the lame cavern which, this day. 
From Treach'ry's poniard fav'd me, reach'd the 
Temple. „ 

INDA- 
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-aNDAMORAi 

My Guardian! my Deliverer ! how dear. 
How doubly dear is life, prefeir'd by thee ! 

vouNG 'BRAMiN, [« the C&w^-Sreumf } 
Moft juftiare Heav'n's awards I The rery Cave 
Which thou, blood-thjrfty Wretch, too oft haft 

{lain'd 
With human gore, now prores thy deadlicft hwe. 
Thy total overthrow ! ■ ■ ■■.. 

CHIEP-BBAMIN. 

Ceafe, give me deatlv— — — 
■ ■ if . Moft weloomo doadi ! 



No— Icam tJ^aj. Xihaftiiais eonqacr . 
To fave and humanize Mankind. hAve, Branim.r 
And, henceforth, let our holy do&ines teach the^^- 
That the peculiar MiniJiers of Heaven 
Shou'd fcatter peace and comfort o'er the world-i 
Turn favage cruelty to geade love, 
Difarm thehandof vengeance-of it's ftecl,. '." 
Relieve the Needy, heal Affiiftion's wounds. 
And, in the bofom of forlorn Defpair, 
Relume the embers of life-cheering Hope :— , 
Thefe are the afts by which a Prieft proclaim* 
His miflion is from Heaven. 

CHIEP-BRAMIN. 

Thy clemency 

Is infuk all.— Gods ! fliall a Bramin ftoop 
T'embrace the faith he fcorns— the Chriftian fairii ? 
No— rather let me die. 

INOAMOBA. 

If fuch its doftrines, •. ^ 

^jto wou'd not be ChrifHan ? 
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• YOUNG BRAMIH. 

O, too long 

Spite of kind Reafon's warnings, we have ftray'd 

In Brama's thorny paths. 

(To Raymond.) — But thou ihalt teach us 
The precepts of a faith which lifts Mankind 
Above humanity, 

CHIEp-BRAMlk. 

Accuned moment ! 

Our Vidtim fnatch'd away> our City captur'd. 
Our very Bramins traitors to their Gods ! 
O, I have liv'd too long ! Alas, my CoUntry 1 
Art thou condemn'd to bear a Viftor's yoke ? 
-To groan beneath Oppreflion's iron rod. 
And lavifli all thy precious ftores to feed 
The av'rice of thy Lords ? Vindiftivc Brama ! 
\if for the crimes of this once-favour'd Land, 
Thy arm be ftrctch'd againft us, let the blood 
Of thy fttll faithful Servant, — here devoted 
A facrificc to thee, O, let it turn 
Thy vengehil ire to mercy ! (Draws a dagger.) 

RAYMOND. 

Hah I what mean'ft thou ? 

CHIEF-BRAMIff. 

T'appeafe the wrath divine, and free myfelf 
From hated Chriftian chains. (Heftahs b'mjel^i 

RAYMOND. 

Fanatic, hold! 

YOUNG BtlAMllr. 

Support him I 
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CHIEF-BRAMIN. 

Hence, thou ftigtna to thy narht ! 

The hand of Death already gripes me bard — ■ 
Thatpang— it rendsmy vitals — Hah ! fee, fee! 
I fmk in gulphs of fire.— Torment ! O, Heaven 1 
If I havecrr'd — forgive — O, mercy I — Oh ! — 

BAYMOND. 

There fled a foul which, had Reli^on's fun 
Unclouded beam'd upon it, might have grac'd 
And comforted the L^nd.— My Indamora, 
This genial fun Ihall fticd his rays on thee ; 
Make all thy budding virtues bloffom fair. 
And, with their fruits, blefs Raymond and tkj 

Country. " 
Whilft thou, young Prieft, who, 'Jpitc of Error's 

mifts, 
Difcover'd and purfu'd bright Virtue's paths. 
Thou, in yon Temple, henceforth reign fupreme. 
And, on its altars, tix the Christian Crop's. 



[The Curtain dropt."] 



£nd of the third and Last act. 
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PREFACE. 



Thekg U, perbapi, nothing more nninterelling than the ge- 
nendity of thofe preliminary difcourfes, in which Authors too 
freqaently lay oat much of their timr in talking of themftlves 
and their worki. The importince of a Man to hijnfelf is fully 
difplayed, while the 'Reader yawns over the tediouj page, or 
laughs at th« rhetoric, that would perfuadc him he ought to 
be pleafed. The prefenc Writer has been unwilling, upon al- 
poll all occafions, to conform to a praftice which lie fiw attend- 
ed with fo little fuccei* : But the following Tragedy ij,fent into 
the world io a manner thsc may require fame explanation. It 
has not gone through the fiery trial of the Theatre ; nor is it re- 
commeiided by the favourable decifion of an Audience. The 
pomp of fpiendid Icenery, and the' iliufians'of the Ikilfulpef' 
■former, have not awakened the public attention :— The Play 
ventures abroad, without having previoully gained, by the ad- 
vantages Oi reprefentation, a charailer, which in the ieifure of 
the clofet is not always fupported. £at this circumflance, while it 
raifes no expeflaTion, may, on the other hand, excite a prejudice 
not eafy tobe tiirmountcd- Ifitbeof any value, why was it not 
produlced in the ufualfonn of a Public Exhibition? The reaions 
that influenced the Author,' would-lead to a long and frivolous 
detail. .Whatever thofe reafons were, whether caprice, whini> 
peevifhnefs, or delicacy, they were of weight to determine 
his conduft. His work, however, does not go forth .with ac- 
cufations of any kind againlt the Propricjors of eiihi r Theatre : 
it makes no appeal from their jitdgment. Tjie faA is, it never 
was in their bands ; and where there wu no refuf^l, there can 
be no room for complaint. 

It need not be difLmbled, that the Play was written with a 
view to the Stage. It was begun andlinifhed in the Summer 1783, 
>ta time when the Author waediiablcd, by a nervoui diforderm 
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his eyes, from pnrfuing a more important work, which lias en- 
gaged feveral years of his life. It was painful to read, and he 
found amufemeiic necefTary, He walked in green lields, made 
verfcs, and threw them upon paper in charaflers almoll illegible. 
Fcr a fubjefl, he was not long at a lofs. He remembcted that 
lAidtiae ^1 Si'vigni * mentions her having attended thereprefent- ' 
a lion of Ariane, a Tragedy by the i younger Cor»«VZc~ The 
play, fays that'amiable Writer, though in its general ftylc aiid 
conduft flat andinfipid; was, lotwithftanding, folio wed by ail 
Paris, not for the fake of the poetry, but the Aftrefs, la 
Chainptn^f, whom flie calls the greateft prodigy the Stage ever 
tieheld. The others were difgulUng ; but when the C^djn^ETr;^ 
entered the fcene, a murmurof applaufe ran through the Theatre; 
every heart was interefled, and every eye di Solved in tears. 

Wkeh this' conn try could, with pride, boaft of an Aftrefs 
equally foUoirtd, and perhaps with better reafon ; it occurred that 
a Tiagedyj with the beauties of the original, bni freed from it'a 
iiit&i, might, at fuch a fesfon, be acceptable to the Public. 
The defeAs, wMcLdrew down the judgfneat of foenlighlCQed. a 
, C< itic as Madame dt Sevigiu, are pointed out with minute exad- 
-Tied, by the judicioas fgitairef. From that pleafing Writer we 
learn, that the Tragedy in queftion fiill keeps it's rank Upon the 
Stage, whenever an Adrefs of eminence wifties for an opponunity 
to difplay her talents in apriacipal charafier. The ftiuaiion he 
ehlerves, is inlereftiog and pathetic : " A princefs, wha has 
^one every thing for her hero j who has delivered him from a 
eruH death, Ud facri Seed- all conftderations forhisfakC; who 
loves )iiffl g«neTou(ly ; -w ho thin Its herfelf loved in retarn, and 
deferves to be fe i who finds herfelf, at la It, abanSoned by the 
Man rfhotn (he adores, and betrayed by a Sifter whom flie alfo 
loved : 'A woman thus fiCuaied,* fays fehaire, ' forms the happieft 
(iibjcS that hai oome down to Bs from antiquity.' Notwithftand- 
ing this general account, fWMi>/j obfervations, which trace the 
Author fcene by fcene, Ihew that Madame de Stvi^iti was not niU'> 
taken in her judgment. 

• Vide her Uttet lit April, 1671. 
-f- See bii £>liri«>tof Catneille'a Work). 
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"Shall the prfffent Writer SfUier hinself iliathe hu removed 
«he vices of the Erli concofliun, and fubftiiuted what is better? 
He has eeriiinly endeavoored .10 do it. For (bii purpofe A 
"New Fabie was nece/lary. Tne.pfogrefs of the bnfinefi re- 
(|uired to be condofled in a. difil-reoc mitniier, with oimc ra- 
pidity, and wUbout tbofe languid fccnes which.weaken thein* 
■tereft, and too often border upon the dialogue-of Comedy. The 
eWa^ters were to be call in a- new mould ) and inllcad of defini- 
tion) of the paSion;, thoir conflift, their vehemence, and their va- 
' vious -cranfKions, were to be painiid forth in higher colourings > 

tllao at* to be foaad in iho French compoftiion. The Reader. 
- therefore, ii not to ex^ eft 3 niere tranilation^ The Author does 
not fcruyleto fay that he entered into a competition with the 
original ; that he has aimed at a betier Tragedy ; - and (o ufe the 
words of a late elegant Writer, h hops s ht has Jhavus fiuti in'Vtn-' 
tim, though he hai iuill upon aneiher maa'i ground. 

But here again the queftvon recurs, if the new fuperftrufluse 
failed upon the old foundation hai any Eierit, why not produca 
it with all the advantage of that celebrated Aitrefs, who, it feem* 
infpired the fir fl defign f The plain truth ftiall be the anfwert 
When the piece was finilhed, ihe Author had hit moments of felf* 
epprobatioD, and in his firA ardour, hinted to a friend, that he in- 
tended to give it to, the Stage, But felf-ap probation did not kft 
long :■— Thu glow of imagination, which (to speak the truth) 
is fometimes heated into a pleafing delirium with its own work> 
fubfidcd by degTBcs, and doubt and diffidence fucceedcd. A Play, 
that might linger nine nights upon the Stage, was not the objeft 
of the Author's ambition i Whether he has been able to exec uca 
any thing better, he has not confidered for a long time, nor hat ' 
he now courage i6 determine. He has often {aid to bimfelf, in 
the words of Tolly, Nihil fine, mji ptyfiaum ingnia, Elaiiralum 
IndufiriA, ag'erri pporlere ; and alter adopting, in his own Ci.it, 
fo rigid a rule, how fhall he prefume to fay, that the produCtiaa 
of a fummer can boall either of geniiUi'Or the elaborate touche* 
ofiudultry? 

"Ih this irrefolute (late of mind, the Author's refpefl for the 

Publict who have done him, upon former occafions, very parti- 

■ A3 . 
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cular honour, increared his limidity : be wis unwilling to apjieaf 
a Candidate for their favour, when he was not fure of adding to 
tbelr pleafurr. At prefent. being to give an edition of fuch 
pieces, as he has been able to produce, he could not think of 
' keeping back the only dramatic work left upon his hands. He, 
therefore, fends it into the world an humble adventurer: with 
one of his predeceflbrs, he fays, ' ^a mm EafanI ; frexs la Ftr- 
tmt.' The Play amufed him while he was engaged in the writ- 
ing of it, and Jhould the candii Reader fbd an hour of Idfure 
, not entirely thrown away in the perufal, the Author will not 
think his time altogether nif-employed. He now difmiHes the 
Piece, if not with iudifierence, at lealt with resignation ; content 
to leave the honours of the Theatre to Writers of more ambidoa 
than he pollers at prefent. 

Non iam prima pcto Mneatheus, neqne vincere cerlo ; 
Qiiamquajn' O I sed saperent, qiiibiis hoc, Neptune, dedislt. 

ViRtJ. 

.. Veianiiis armis, 

tJerciilis ad postern fixis, latet abditiis agro; 
, Ne populum extreniS toties exoret arena. 



■vGl)Ogk\ 



.(ji-vGo'cgle 



Dramatis Persortts. 



DRURT.LANE. 

Mn. 

{■eMahDEK, King oJNaxes, - Mr. Wroiigbton. 
Theseus, • - - - Mr. Palmer. 
Perithous, ..... Mr. Kemble, 
Archon, anO^cero/'Periaiider, Mr. Packw. 

King o/CreU, - ^ - - - Mr. CauIfieW. 
Officik, • .... Mr. Phillimore. 

Wmem. 

Ariapne, .... Mrs. Siddons. 

PhjdkV ' . • -M[S. Powell 

Viiorss attmdingon Ariadne, 0c. 

SCIKB, the Palau ^Feriander, in the Isle o^Naxos. 
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THE 

RIVAL SI SrERS. 

JCr I. SCENE I. 



PfKIAKDIK*! Pelaet. A •vhlint Sturm, efThundiT and Lighinmg. 
EHttrVaxitii/L and AtLffuoK, ' 

FkttJra. 

Away ! no more I— why thus purfue my ftcps 1 
Begone and leave me ; leave me to my woes. 

Arc. Yet. Phidra, he advii'd. 

F/ia. Prefume no further. 
Advis'd by thee ! no,— let your pliant king, , 
YouT king of Naxos, to thy tfeach'/ous counfeli 
Refign himfelf, hii people, and his laws. 
Thou hall undone u« alt ; by thee we die ; 
Yes, Ariadne, Fhsdra, Thefeus, all, 
Alldieby thee! ' . 

jlrc. Princels, your feart are groundlefs. 
- Your timorous fancy formt unjuft fufpicions. - . 

If you but knew me— ^^ 

PAit. O, too well I know thee I 
Thii very morn 'tis Hx'd j yes, here your king 
Gives audience to th' Ambailador of Crete ; 
Here in this palace ; here, by your perTuafiont 
He means to yield us to the rage of Minos, 
To my vindi^ive father's flern demand. 
Ere that I'll see your king ; here wait his coming. 
And coonteriA thy bafe uogen'rous counfel. 
'' Art. This Ilorm of pallion .bears your rcafon down< 
Let prudence guide thee. In a night like this. 
Why quit your couch, and to the whirlwiod's rage. 
The vollied lightening, and the war of nature, 
Why will ihou thu» commit thy tender fr^me f^— 

, [Thu/ii/(r and lightning. 
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Again that dreadful peal ! — " All-gractous Powers ! 
" What crime provokea your wrath ? maA this fair ifland. 
•' That long hath flourlih'd in th' ^gean deep, 
■' Muft Naxoa with her sons, a blameleft race, 
" Burn to the centre, and the brawling waves . 
** Clofe o'er the wreck for ever ? 
.^ [jinctfer clap ef'lhitader^ 

" Phtt. Oh, that burft 
" Shoots horror to my soul ! 

•• Are. Thus through the night 
** Hath the wild uproar (hook the groaning ille. 
*' Fierce rain and liquid fire in mingled torrents 
" Came ruihtng o'er the land. The wrath of Heaven 
■' "Rides in the tempelt. Towers and facred domes 
" Fell in proinifcuom rnin. Ships were dafh'd, 
" On pointed rocks, or fwallowed in the deep. 
" Deliru£lioQ ragei round :" amidll the roar, i 

When all things elfe, when ev'n the fierceit naturei 
Shrink fr«ni the hideous ruin, you alone 
Walk through the florm, with fierce, with hagard mieiit 
A fbrm thai fuiti the dreadful wild commotion.. 

Pha. Yes, with a heart, in which the ftorm that rages, 
Surpaffes all the horrors of the night. 
" Yes, here I tomcfupremein mlfery. 
" I only wake to cares unkndwn to him 
" Who treads fecure the paths of humble life, 
" And thanks the gods for his obfcure retreat. 
" For the bleftlhade in which their bounty plac'd him." 

Pkei. 'Tis you have rais'd chii tenipeft of the foul. 
You, fir, areminifter; you govern here. 
And bend at oill an unfufpeSing monarch. \ 

To theeheyielda his oracle of ftate ; 
And when with wrongs you have opprefs'd mankind, 
Tis the king's pleafure i 'tis the royal will. 

jire. Uujuft, Otigencrous charge ! have you forgot. 
When firft your vefld reach'd the coaft of Naxos i 
Voufued for leave to land upon ihe'ifle; 
To pray for (helter here. Ere that wc heard 
Thefens was with yon : Thefeus, whom the ftate 
Of Athens lent a facrifice to Minos, 
A viftim to abfolvc the annnal trlhute, 
Impos'dby CQnqueffi : Ariadne's love, 
Her generous efforts to redeem the hero, 
Ev'n then were kuown at Periander's conrt. 
The wond'rous ftory on thewingsofFame ^ 
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A TRAGBDT. 

Hadreach'dourlfle; fbepity'd, andlhe loT'dhim. 

Phe. She lov'd him— Yea, Ibe law, and Ihe ador'd. 
Gods ! who could fee ihe graces of his youth. 
His caufe, his innocence, the hero's mien. 
Manly and firm, yet fofien'd by diArds, 
Gods ! who could fee him, and not gaze entranc'd 
In ecftacy and love J— What have I faid i 
My warmth too far tranfports me — ah ! beware [. 

*T was as you fay ; Qie pity'd, and Ih* lov'd. 

Art. She favour'd hi) efcape: you fled together. 
To eviry'neighb'ring ifleyou wing'd your flight. 
YOd vifited each redm ; with prayers and tears 
Wearied each court. All fear'd your father's power. 
YoucametoNaxos; Periander's will. 
Your orator, came forth. Did not I then— 

fA*. You fuccour'd our diftrefj ; the tear of fympathy 
Stood in yoor eye ; and you may boall your merit— 
Yonplay'd it well, fir. 

Arc. This ambiguous drain 
But ill requites the oDices of friendlhip; 
For you I watch'd the temper of the king. 
His ebbi and flows of paOion : in apt feafon ' 
You landed here. Thrice hath the waning moon 
Conceal'd her light, and thrice renew'd her orb. 
While you, mEaniime, have liv'd protefted here 
Each hour has feen your fiftcr Ariadne 
Rife in her charms; and now with boundlefs fway 
She rejgni fupreme in Periander's heart. 

Phit. True, we have found proteAion from your king. 
Three months have pafs'd — bnt in that time a llaiefmBn 
May change his mind. New views of interelt — 
New plans of policy, fair feeming motives. 
May give new principles. 

>#r<-. Itismyfirft. 
My bell >mbition to relieve the wretched. 
You wrong me, princefs ; you had beft retire. - 
Phx. ^fo ; Periander firft Jliall hear my luit. 
Here will I wait his coming ; on the earth '. 
Fall proftrate at his feet, implore his mercy. 
Cling round his knees ; and neyer loofe my hold. 
Till his heart mell, and fave us from deftruSion. 

Bnttr Theseus. 
tht. What plaintive, for row thro' the lonely paUce 
Alarms my ILft'oiog ear i 
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n^. That well-lcnown voice 
Difpds my fears. O ! Thefeiis; how my heart 
Bounds at Shy lov'd approach 1 and yet this day 
Pecidci ynnr dooui. — Archon can tell you all.. 
Thu day refigns you to -my father's po^er. 
Here Perianderhas rcfoiv'd to anfwer 
Th'ambaffador of Crete. 

Tht. Cootroul thy fean. 
Archon hai ferv'd m«, and I thank him for iti 
All will be wSl ; the king protefls us ftill. 
Archon, the ilorm that thrcaun'd'hideoui ruin 
At length fubfides. The angry blaft recall) 
Its train of horror). Through the fcv' ring clou da- 
Faint gleams of day difclofe the fare of things. 
The mginj deep, that rofe in mountain billows. 
Sinks to repofe : The winds, the waves are hufli'd. 
From yon high tower, that overhangs the bay, 
I view'd the ocean round. No fail appcari. 
No Tellel cleaves the deep, fave one elcap'd 
From the wild uproar of the warring winds ;" 
That with it's ihatter'd mails, and Ub'ring oars. 
Stems the rough cidf, ai^d enters now the harbour. 

Pha. Another fail [ and enters nowiheharbour ! 
■ From whence? Who and what are they ? From what coaft ^ 
Alas, from Crete! 'ti; ^']inos feuds; m^ father's wratb 
Purfuei us ftill ; another embafly 
Comes to demand us alt. 
And banifh cv'ry fear, 

.rfff. Perhaps fomc veffcl 
Rich with the (lores, with bufy commerce fendi 
From the adjacent iflej, on Naxns' coall 
Now fecks a (helter from the rDaring deep— 
I'll to the harbour. Thelcue, be it thine 
To pour o^r Pliadra's wpes the balm of comfort) 
And hulh her cares to peace. From Crete, I trnll. 
The roeffcngers of woe.no more will come. 
To urge their ftern demand. \EjliU 

PU. Go, traitor, go ; 
Pernicious vile dillembler 1 

rill. Ah ! forbear. 

Ph^. Ho feemj a friend, the furef to beirty, 
Full well h« knows that Ariadne's charms 
Have wak'd a, flame In P<riandcr's heart. 
To that alliance *ith a flatefntan's craft 
He ftands a foe conccal'd i lie drc dt'.cofea 
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A TRACEDT. ' 

On Naxos' throM a queen from Minos (piaag. 
And therefure plani our ruifi. 

■' Tit. Yet ihy fancy, 
" Siill arm'd againft icfelf, turns pale and tremblei 
"At fliadowy forms. ', W«retby fufpicioos juft, 
" Wherefore reveal them ,' Why unguard ibyftlf, 
" AodUy e^chfecrei o^nto your toe f 
" Will) him, whole rankling malice woi;];s unreen, 
" While fmiles becalm his looks, 'cwerc bell prcteo4 
" Not 10 perceive the lurking treachery — 
" Reproof but goads him, and netv whets his pafiloni ; 
" Till what was policy become a revenge— 
" Detefted vilkny can ne'er forgive. 

•* Pha. And mud I fall in filence ? muft we perifh^ 
" Abandon'd by ourfelvet, tame, willing viiSiras ; 
*' Niy let the murd'rer hear one. dying groan ? 
•• Muft I behold him with his treach'rous arw, 
•• A lurking foe, nOr pour my curves on hiraj 
"', Bill poorly crouch, and thank him for the blow ? 
■ •• Oh ! lotre like mii)e, the lov6 which youinfpired, 
" That each day rifes ftill to higher ardour ; 
"Think'ft thou-thu love like mine- lA^Il'caJmly fee (hee 
" Giv'n up a vi^'f to my -father's rage?" 

Tie. And (hink'il thouthen that Atchon is my foe ? 
Pio!. He i) I I ktiow him well ; he means deilruOion. 
Th' ambAtiador of Crete will loon have audience. 
Archon cotiferted all. Oh! ifmycare 
Couid counterafl his dark, his fell defigns, 
Then were I blefs'd indeed. When firft you landed 
Ahelplefs viiftim on. the Cretan ihore; 
Full well you know, fbfi pity toucb'd my heart, 
And foon, that tender pity chang'd to love. 
I wifh'd to fave you ; Ariadtic's fortune 
Gave her the ciue that led you thro' thtf maxe. 
Her zeal out' ran my fpecd, bui not my love. 
And would my fate alkiw me now to fave thee, 
■ Then by that tie {':is all my fifter'i claim) 
I then fliould prove me worthy of thy love. 

7/ie. Deem me not, gen'rous-Phadra, deem me sot 
Form'd of fuchcommonciay, fo dead to beauty^ 
At not to feel with tranfport at my heart 
Thypowerful charms.. To Ariadne 
1 owe my life. That boon demands refpeA, 
Demands my gratitude : But love muft fprtng 
SponcaneoUi in Uie heart, it's only foiu-ce« 
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Unmix'd with other motives than it's own; 
tlnbrih'd, unboughc — above all vulgar tiea. 

Phi;r. And yet while ruin 

Ike. Check this Aorm of paOion, ~ ' 

Nor think, with abjeft fear that PeriandCT 
Will e'er refign as. ■ Ariadne's charms 
Have touch'd his heart. " His words, his looks proclaim iti 
*■ In the TeFt tumult all his foul is loft, 
" He dwells fur ever on the lov'd idea, 
" And with her beauty means to grace his throne. 

" Phu. Archou abhors the union ; To prevent it, 
" His deep defigns — " 
Hear what I Oiall difclofe. 
And ireafure iiin facred filencc feal'd. 
Lall night admitted Co a private audience. 
Wrapt in the friendly mantle of the dark— — 

Enter an Officer. 

Thi. Whaf would'ft thou ? fpealcthy purpofc. 

Of. At the harbour 
That fronts the northern wftve, a (hip from Athens 
This moment is arriv'd. 

Phar. Relief from Athens ! 

Of. Your prefence there by all is loudly cali'd for. 

The. Say to my friends, 1 will attend them ftraighc. 

Pilar, Aray of hope togildthedoud ofwoe. 

The. Now PIixoKA, markme. Let thy fears fnbfide. 
Lall night when ev'ry care was lull'd to reft. 
No eye to trace my fteps, no confcious ear 
To catch the found, then Periander granted 
A private conference : I unbofom'd to him. 
In confidence, the fecrets of my heart. 
To Ariadne I refign'd all claim i 
Renounc'd each cepder p'aflian. Periander 
. No longer view 'd me with a rival's eye. 
He promis'd his proteftion. Ariadne 
Has pow'iful charms, and the king bears a heart 
To beauty not inipaffivc. Joy and rapture 
Spoke in his eye, and purpled o'er his fice, 
With vanity ihc'll hear a monarch's figbs. 
Proud of her fWay. A diadem will quench 
Her former flame, with glitt'ring fplendor tempt her. 
And make the infidelity her own. 
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Phrt. Bill if (hehe&rsafilter daiesilirpute , 

A heart like thine . , 

The. Truft to my prudent caation. 
That dang'rous (ecret I have Qtreen'd wilk care. 
Here it lies buried. Periander thinks 
A farmer flame, kindled long fincc in Greece,' 
Preys on my heart with flow confomiog fires. 
But hark— beware — this way fome hafty ftep. 

Enirr Auchoh. 

Jrc. The Greeki now jfl'iie on the beck. They bring 
Tidings from Athens,, and from every tongue ■ 
Your namL-refounds, and rings along the Ihore. 

The, Thy friendftiip knows no paul'e ; each hour your bung 
New fuccourto the wretched. Priiicrfij farewell. 
Archon, I thank thee, and now feek my friends. \_E»it» 

Jrc. Princefs, if onceagaini may prefume 
To offer friendly coonfel ; from this place 
'TwCre beil you now retire. Yon' eaftern clouds 
Blufh with the orient day. My royal maJter, 
, Attentive ever to the cares of ftate, 
Will foan be here. 

Ph^e. Let him firftiiear my pray'r; 
Permit me here is fee him. To (he voice ' 

Of miferyhisear nilinot bcclos'd. 

[Ajkurifo efTrufi^ttty 

fnr^r Pekiakde*, and allin^ant O^ceri. 

Oh t Periander' 'midft the nations fam'd 
For wifdom and for juftice, let thy heart 
Indue to mercy. Spare, oh, fpare the wretched. i 

Pirian. Rife. Princefs, rife. That bumble fuppliant flat* 
Suits not the dignity of ^finos' daughter. - ' 

Whence tlji) alarm, and why thofe guihing tears f 

Pk^. We flsd for refuge to you. Oh ! prolcfl, 
Proiea tlie innocent. You gave as Ihelter ; 
It was a godlike aft ; recal it not ; 
Yield us not viaims to afathsr's wrath; 
Nor by one barbarous aftioH fully all 
The glories of your reign. Save Ariadne, 
Save Thtfeus too : our mifery claims rcfpefl. 

Ptriaa. Save. Ariadne ! can that beauteous monmcr 
SufpeA my promis'd faith .' perhaps ev'n now, 
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Like fomt frail Row'r hy l^atin? rami apprcTs'i), 
She pining droops, and ficfcens in defpair. 
Oh! quiet!)' feck her : .wiih ihc word} of comfort 
Heal all her woM ; raife ;hat affiifted fair, ' ' 
And bid ihe graces of her mauhlera form 
Flourifh fecure beneath my foft'ring fmjle. 
When Ariadne fues, a'monarch's heart 
Yields to her lean with Iranfport. 
. PA^. Men will pmfe - 
Th« gen'rous deed : the gods will blefs thee for It. ' {ExiK 

Jrc. The AmbaAJidorfrom Crete with Minos' orderi 
Attend! jroar royal will. 

Pn-itui. He Ihall be heud. 

[Hia/cindshiiThmt* 

EattrALiTtt. 

firtaa. To Naxoa* court, Aletes, your are welcome. 

You come commilTion'd from the Cretan king : 

Now fpeak your embafly. 
M. In fairell terms 

Of friendly greeting MinoJi fir, by me ' , 

Imparts hijrighifulclaim. Heknows thejufiicCf 

The moderation that direfls your counfels : 

Heknows, though oft' in ihe embattled field 

Your fwDrd has reek'd with bloodi your wifdoin RiU 

Refpefls Ihe rights of Itings; refpeds the laws, ' 

Thai hold t^e natiooi in die bonds of peace. 

To you, fir, he appeals j he claims hij daughters. 

His rebel daughters, leagu'd aga'mft his crown : 

He claims the rifTim from bis vengeance refcvad J 

Refcued by fraud, by Ariadne's fraud ; - . 

And hereatN&xOfflieUcr'd from his jnflice. 

A fov'reign and a parent claims his rights. 

You will refpcQ the father and the king. 

Firiaa. Of Minos' virtues, bis renown in arms. 
Hi) plan of lawj, that fpread arouqd the bleffingi 
Of facred order, and of locial life; 
Laws, which even kings obey, the world has heard 
With praife, with gratitude. All muft revere 
The legiflator, and the friend of man :* 
Rut In the forrows thatdiftraft hishoHfe, 
Is it for me with raih miHaken zeal 
To interpofe my care i is it for me 
To judge hii daughter'} conduct? What decree. 
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Wh«tlaw ofroine, what pplicjof Naxos 
Have they offended f All who f oam the deep 
'Find in my port) i fafe, a fare retreat. 
Should I comply with your proud, bold requefti 
The hsrdy genius of thi) fei-girt ifle 
Would call it tyranoy, and power ufurpM; 
Tialaw, and not the fov'reign's will, ilut here ' 
ControaU, dircds, andanimatcs the Hate. 

Jl. The law that favoun wrongs, and Ait]un guilt. 
Subverts all order. Through her hundred ciiiei 
All Crete will mourn your anfwer. With regret 
Minos will hear it. By pacific me«D3 
He would prevail; byjuftice, dot the fword. 
But, Sir, ifjuftice, if a righteous caufe 
At your tribiinal lift their voice in vain, 
I fee the gath'ring florm ; I fee the danger! 
That hover round your ifle, and o'er the fcene 
Humanity lets fall the natural tear. 
The fons of Crete, a brave, agen'romiace, 
AfUve and ardeat in their monar^'s caufe 
Already grafp the (word. " I fee the ocean 
" White with nnnumber'd fails ; your coaft, your harboari 
" Beleaguer'd clofe. I fee the martial band) 
" Planting their banners on the wejl-fought Ihore; 
" Your hdls, your plains glitt'ring with hoftile arms, 
" Your cilie* lack'd. your villages on fire, 
" While from its fourcc each river fwoln with carnage 
" Run's crimfon to the main. I fee the csnqucror 
" Urge to yoar capital with rapid march, » 

" AnddefolatiOn cev'ring all the land. , 

" Siitl, Sir, you may prevent this wafte of blood ; 
" Your timely wifdom -■" 

Prriait. The feope a^i^iears 
Of your fair feeming mciFagc. And doet Minos, 
Fam'dai he is in arms, fay, doet he hope 
With proud imperious fway to lord it o'er 
The Princes ot ihe world ! And does he mean 
To write his laws in blood ? And muit the nationi 
Crouch at his nod ? Muff I upon my throne 
Look pale and tremble, when your fancied Jove 
Grafps the unlified thunder? Tell your king 
He knows my warlike name — knows we have met 
In field* of death, oppos'd in adveife ranks. 
Braving each other*! lance — he knows the fmew. 
With which ibis arm can wield the de^thfu) blade. 
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■ Or fend the nliilivt javelin on the foe, 
Thirfting for blood. — Go, bear my An(ww back, 

And fay befides, that Naxos boafts a race 
Rough ai their dime, by liberiy infpir'd. 
Of ftubbotn nerve, and unfubmitting fpirit. 
Who laugh tb fcorn a foreign matter's claim. ■ 
You've (poke your embafly, and have our anCwer. 

^l. Unwilling I bear hence th* ungraiefiil tidings. [fjviV. 

Ferian. To-Biorro\»*b fun ftuUfce hirafpread ku failn: 
He moft not linger here. 

.A-c- Your pardon. Sir, 
This anfiver may provoke the power* of Cxete, 
And VIM, inevitable war enfues. 

Ferian. Let the in-vader come, here we kave war 
To meet his bravefttroop*. •" 

Jrc, But where the numbe« ' 

To man each port, and line the fea-b«ai ftore ? 
Wiihin the realm ihould the foe fluih'd with coiiqueft 
Rear his proud banner — - " ■ " 
Perian. With auxiliar aid 
Greece will efpoufe my caofe. The fleets of Atkeni ^ , 

Full foon ihall cover the Astin deep, . 
And with confederated bands repel 
A tyrant's claim. 

Arc. Each ilaie will urge ICg claim. 
Minos deniauds his daughter ; Greece expeCh 
Her galtam warrior, and ev'n now asserts 
To crown his love, tiae princcr*, as her own. 
llet Thefeua fpre^d his fails, and Iteer for Greece^ 
With Ariadne, partner of his flight. 
Yoi] gain that geii'rous Aate : by ev'ry tie 
Of honour bound, Athens unlheaths her fword. 
And haughty Minos threatens here in v.-It. 

firian. Yield Ariadne lyield ihat matdilefs beauty. 
Where all the loves, where all the graces dwell 1 
No, I will fave her ;''will procefl her here 
From rude unhallow'd violence. Do thoii 
Halte to the palace, where the frincefs dwells ; 
Say to th' attendant train, ourielf will come. 
To cell the counfels which my heart has form'i. 

Jrc. Ay, ch^e it lifs, — there lurks, the secret wo'nnd 
. Love flrikes the (weet infeflion to bi* foul. 
'Tis as I fear'd. [Jfid'c.'] — Perhaps by mild rcmonftrance 
We may gain time, and by the fpecious arti. 
Of treaty and debate prevent the war. 
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~ ftriati You knoir my orderi ; fee them ftraighi obeyeii. 

[Exit An. 
Piriaa. Ves, Ariadne, frAgn xkic inclement ftorma 
Of ihj rude forCnne, it i«,fix'd to {hield thee. 
And fofien all thy woei. Her father theo. 
When with her milder ray reluming reafon 
Becalms his breaft, fliall thank the friend that hel4. 
His rage fufp'endedj and with joy (hall hear 
That Ariadne reigns the queen of Naxoi ; 
Here rules with gentle fway a willing peoplf > 
And with her virtues dignifies a. throne. [Exit. 
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4CT 11. SCENE I. 



Terianier. 
, Let all witliduty, with obfervaoce meet. 
Wait an the princefs : let the virgin train 
With fongi of rapture, and mclodloui airs 
Try iheir beft art ; wake all ihe njagic pow'r 
Of harmoDy, to fooihe that teoder brean. 
And with foft nambers lull each fenfe of paint 
i have beheld her, gaz'd on ev'ry charm. 
And Ariadne triuaipht in my h«art^ 

Ettttr AitCHOM> 

Arc. A mtflenger from Atheni watts your plcafure. 

Fi^an. From Atheni, fay'ft thou ? 

Arc. In the northern bay 
Hi) Slip ii moor'd, Thefeui attend* the Aranger ; 
And both now crave an audience. - ' 

Feriait. In apt time. 
Their meflienger arrivei : when war impends. 
Tiding* from'Athens are right welcome to me : 
They breathe new vigour. Let the Greek approach. 

fnfff-THESEUS on^pERITHOUS. 

Tht. Forgive the tranfports of a heart that fwelU 
Above all boundi, when I behold my friend. 
My gallant, gen'rous friend, the brave Perithoui ! 
It glad* my foul, thus to prefeiit before you 
A chief renawa'd in arms, the bed of men. 
My other felf, the partner of my toil*. 
And my b;fl gitide to glery. 

Firian. To the virtue* 
Of the brave chief my ear is not a Ilra^ger, . 
You come 'from Athens ? 

Peril. Scarce two days have pafs'd ' 
Since thence I parted. Through the realms of Greeoc 
{■amc ff read at large tb' adventures ef my iriead. 
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With Ariadne's glory, and the deed. 

The gen'rou) de«l, that fnatch'd him from deltrufttOD ; 

How Ihe conveyed him to this happy ihore. 

How he hai been rcceiv'd and fhcltcr'd here. 

The men of Athens, fenfibly alive 

To each fine motive, each exalted purpofe. 

Have heard with gratitude. My feeble voice 

Would but degntde the fentimentt that bum 

In ev'ry breaft, with joy tnd rapture iir'd 

Warm with the bell fenfationi of the heart. 

They pour their thanlcs, the tribute of their praite. 

Ftrian. The praife that's affer'd by the font of Greece, 
By that herioc, that enlighten'd race. 
Is the belt meed fair virtue can receive, 

Ferit. That fair reward i* youri : your worth demand* it. 
To my brave friend Athens next point] her care. 
" What crime \% his \ Did he imbrue hii hands 
" In young Androgcus' blood ? Why Ihould he fall 
" To expiatb the death of Minos' foQ.' 
" Agaicft the innocent who milcu reprisals, 
" And on the blamelefs head lets fall th^fword, 
" OiFers up viflims co his felt revenge. 
" 'Tis murder, and not juftice. 

■' Periaa. Righteous Heaven 
" In :h' hour of danger has watch'd o'er year friend, 
" And he has tfiumph'd o'er their barb'rons rites, 
" Their favage law, the llain of Minos' reign." 

Ptrit.. Exulting now she pants for his return. 
In crowds her eager citizens go forth. 
And on the beafh, and on the waverworn cliff, • 

O'er all the main rowl their defiring eyes. 
And ^flc of ev'ry fhip that ploughs the dee^. 
News of their hero. A whole people's voice 
ChoTe me their delegate, their faithful officer. 
To feek my firiend, and bear him hence with fpeed 
Back to'his native land. « 

Ptrian. The laws of Naxos 
To all are equal. None are here conltrsin'd 
None forced by violence, or lawlefs pow'r. 
To quit this fafe, this hofpitable Ihore. 
Thtfeui will ule the rights of free-born men. 
'Tis his to give the aniwcr. ^ 

Tht. For this goodnefs 
My heart o'erflows with more than, words can fpeak. 

Pnii. All Greece will ihaak you.~^Aftadne too-— 
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Ptrian. How ? — Ariadne, fay'ft thou ? 

Peril. With delight. 
With admiraiion, with urbounded tranfport, 
Athens has heard her gen'rous exploits ; 
Has heard, when Thefcus on the Cretan fliore 
Arriv'd to.glut their vengeance, how the tear 
Bedc'iv'd her chsek. She pitied his misfortunes, 
And whom {he fnatch'd from death, Ihe mems to blefj 
With that rare beauty, and connubial love. 

Psrian, Ha \ do'ft thou come to (ink me to a (Uve i 
'Tij pride, 'tis arrogance makes this demand. 
Muft I obey the proud irpperious mandate } 
Bear' Ariadne with you! — By yon' Heaven, 
No pow'r oa earth fliall, force her from the iflc.^-^ 
" If thou pVefum'ft again 

" Peril. I never have, 
" I never can prefumc 

" Pirian. 'Tis infolence I— 
" Is this the praise ? Are thefe the thaoksyoB bring { 
" Urge that requeft UD more. ' " 

.Peril. If to my words 
You'll deign to lend a favourable ear 

■' Perian. Say, on what law does Athens found a right 
*' To claim an alien prancefi .' 

" Peril. When Jler choice, 
" Her gen'roui choice, the impulfe of the heart, 
' " Inclines her will, you will not fetter freedom ?'* 

Perian. Her fathef claims her : — doft thoo vainly .hope. 
That Greece canfilcnce his paternal rights ? 
Is that your errand ? — Who commiflion'd thee ,'— 
Is Thefeus your advifer t and doss he " 
Second this proud attempt? 

The. No, Thefius never . " , 

Will plan, or counfel what may ftain your honour. 

Pint. Nor will he e'er forget, — I know him well— 
I kn*w his gratitude, his gen'riva warmth. 
His conllancy and truth— He'll ne'er forget 
Hisvow! ©f faithful love. The debt he owe* 
To Ariadne never can be paid. . 
Athins approves their union ; tuneful bards 
Prepare the tribute of immortal verfe. 
And white-rob'd virgins cv'n now are ready. 
Where t^'i^T (he treads, to fcatter at her feet 
The blooraing fpring, and at the facred altar 
To hymn the bridal Hog. 
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TJa. Unthinking man ! 
This bli»d miftsken zea] u-iU roin all. 

PcriiH. No more! I'l! hear no niore! — here brea 
Proud Greek, forbear, nor \iound again my ear 
With terms of vile difgrace, Aoolher word 
• , Of yielding Ariadne, and by Heaven 

^The claims of Minos Hie ambaffador 

Is here at hand ; once more I'll give him audience. 

. And if again this outrage to my crown, 

IfThefeus is found tamp'ring in your plot 
If you prefume, by fubtlety and fraud, 
Tp mock my hopes, and after lali night's c 
Renounce'your honour, my refentment rous'd 
May do a deed lo whelm you all in ruin; 
Then, let ycur friend, when next he dares approach ns. 
Learn to refpeft a monarch, who disdains , 

A proud demand froril the viin ilatef of Greece. [ 

Pnit. The Hates of Greece, proud monarch ! be aJTur'd, 

Will vindicate their righw. Ha ! — why that look 

Of wild difoiay f 'that countenance of forrow ? 
Explain ;— what means my friend ^ 

7111, Alas ! ~yon know not, 
Yoo little know the horror and defpair 
In which the hand of fate has plung'd my foul. - 

-" PfTii. And can dclpair opprels thee ? can thy heart 
" Know that pale inmate ? By our dangers paft, 
" By all our wars, fpite of this braggart king, '< 

'* The beauteous Ariadne (hall be thine. 

" Tkr.-'^Q more; no more of that : — I cannot fpeak— '* 

Pirit. Thofe falt'ring accents, and thole lab'itng fighs 
Import soBie Arange alarm. 

" Ihe. .Oh ! lead me hence, 
" Tomeet thefiefceft monftersofthedefm, 
" Rather than bear this conflift of the mind! 

" Ptrit. Unfold this myftery" — Thofe downcaft eyes— 

"fke. You have awaken'd Feriander's fury, , 
Thy words have led me to a precipice, ^ ^ 

And I Aand trembling otl the giddy brink. 

Ptrit. From then« I'll Ifad ihte to the peaceful vale. 

To life and happirefs.: And can you thus. 

When .all your country's wilhes bkfs yoar name. 
When Athens to promote your happinefs 

Tht. TJiey may mif-judge my happinefs : — AlaS ! 
. I thank them;— little do the know of Thefeus. 
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Terit. They know your vinuei, your heroic irdour. 
Your pairloc toU in die great caufa of Greece : 
They know that honour in yonr breaft has fii'd 
Her (acred (hrinc : Tbey kuow the gen'roui flunt 
That love ha^ wak'd in Ariadne's breaft. 
And how, in grattiude, the bright idea , 

Muft tire a foul like chine. — . 

Tkt. Too deep, too deep 
" Each accent pierce^ here. \AJide. 

" Peril. Thofe faithful aim* 
" Shail foon receive her." 

The. You (hould not have claim'd her. 
■ Perit. Not claim thal«xcellenca! that rareft beauty 

■' Thi. By ihni miftaken claim youVe raie'd t ftomt 
" That foon may burft in ruin on my head. 
*" You've ftr'd to madnefa Periander's foul, 
" And w6unded mc, here in the lend'reft nerve, 
" That twines about the he^ri. For Ariadne". 
Thy fuit is vain, 'tis fruiilefs : urge no more. 
Let mc embark for Greece ; gain my difmilEou ; 
Bu: for the princefs. name her not : her liberty 
The heart of Periander ne'er will |rant: ^ 

No words that e'ei were form'd wdl wring it from him. ' 

Petit- Not grant her freedom ! not relcife her hence ! 
Should he refafe, alt Greece will rife in arras : 
One common caufe will form the gen'rous leagne. 
Soon Periander Ihall behold the ocean 
White with the foam of twenty ihoufand fhipij 
The Grecian phalanx polled on hit hills. 
And bit.defencelefs ifland wrapt in flamei. 

the. Let Greece fnrget me, nor in fach a caufe 
Unchain the fury of wide-wafting war. 
Oh ! not for me fueh flaughter. 

/•«■//.- Think'ft ihou Greece 
Will fse thee lorr from Ariadne's arms f 
From her who facrific'd her all for thee ? 
From her whofe courage has brav'd ev'ry danger; 
Fled frum-her country, from her father's court. 
To fave h'er hero's life ,' From herV whofe beauty 
Ali-eadv Is ihe praife of wond'ring Greece, 
Surpallitig all thatlavifl) fancy forms. 
I know the princefs ; the revolving year ' 
Has not yet clos'd it's round, fmce I brheld her 
The pride, the ^lory t>f the Cretan dames. 
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*• That Wmony of ftiape, that winning grace ; 
■* Aid when ftie moves, that dignity of mien I 
" Thofe eyes, whofe quick Snd ioexpreffiie glance 
" Brightens each feature, while it fpeaks the ioul." 

VAe, Thou need'll not, oh! my friend, thou need'ft not poiat 
Her beauties to mjr heart, — Each durm ii ber'>> 
Softnefs and dignity in union fweet. 
And each exalted virtue. Nature form'd her 
The hero'i wonder, and the poet's theme , 

Pirit. You fhail not lofe her, by yon' Haaven you fhsU not. 
I'll feek the king ; apprife him of his danger. 
Unmoor my (hip, ^tmcafore back the deep. 
And bring the fleets of Athens to his harbour. 

" TAt. It muft not be ; no Periander'a foul 
"Iifirm, heroic, unfubdu'd by dsnger. 
" His fudden rage, his irritated pride 
" Will feal my dadm : The deputies from'Crete 
" Are here to claim their viftim : Feriander fees 
"-Each charm, eacbgraceof Ariadne's form, 
*' And fe^ds his rival hence to inltint death." 

" Peril. Icanpreveot him i can elude his malice. 
" This very night', when all is wraptin darknefs, 
" Smbark with rtie. The patiner of your heart 
" Shall be our lovely freight. I'll bear her hence 
" Far from the tyrant's pow'r. I'll lcad,you both 
" To Athens' happy realm, the growing fchool 
" Oflaurell'd fciente, andeaehJib'ral art, • 
" Of laws, and polifh'd life, where both may (bine 
" The pride, the lullrc of a wond'ring world, 
" Dear to each other, and to after-times 
•■ The pattern of all truth and faiihfiil love." 

Thi, Wretch that I am I-r-his ev'ry word prefenti 
My inward felf. the horrt>rs-of my guilt. [ /{fd>v 

Peril. Thefeus, — that aUer'd look,— thofe fighs rensw'a ! 
■ Some hoarded grief, • 

Th. Enquire no more hut leave me. 
■ Peril. I cannot, will not leave thee : tell me all. 
Some load of fecret grief weighs on thy fpirit. 

7'ii. There let it lodge, there fwell, and burft my heart. 

Ptrif. You terrify your friend : Why heaves that groan i 
Why thofe round drops, juft darting from thy eye, 
Which manhood combating forbids to fall f 

tht. I fee my guilt. 

Perit. Vour giiill '. 

Th. I fi-ci it {ill. 
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Peril. If there is ought that Ubours in-thxbreaft 

r^f. Here here it lie.. 

J'trit. Tomeunbofomall. 

lAt. Perithous, would^ft ihou think it ? — Oh! my friend, 
I owe to Ariadne more, — alas ! - muth mora 
Than s whole life of gratitude can pay. 
Aoi. yet- 

Perit. Goon: unload thy inmoft thougtits; 
A friend may iieal ihe woniid. . 

Tif. Oh ! no ; thou'lt fcorn me. 
Abjure, detsft, abhornie—7Wilt thou pardon ' 
Tne frailrics of a heart, that drives rac on, ' 

Endears the crime, and yet upbraids me ftill f , 

In n>e thou fecA-^who can concroul his love I 
In me thou fecit 

Peril. Speak ; what ? 

T/ie. A^perjur'd villain 1 , ' 
The verieft traitor, that e'er yet deceiv'd 
A kind, a generous, a deluJedmaid; 
And for his life preferv'd, for baundlefs love. 
Can only anfwer with diffcmbling looks, 
Wiih counterfeited fmiles, with fruitleis thanks ; 
While with refifflefs charms another heauiy— , 

Perit. Another! gracious pow'rs ! 

fie. She kindles all 
Thepaffions of my foul; charms jv'ry fcnfe. 
And Phiedra reigns the fov'reign of my heart. 

Peril, Her fitter Phjedra ! — " and doeiJhe afpire 
•• To guilty joys ; Docs ftie admit your love f" 
Does Ihe too join you in theimpiou; league? 
^ill^e thus wound a filter, and receive 
A traitor, adeferter toher arms? 

TAe. On me, on me let fall ihybitt'rell ceofure. 
But blame her not. 

Peril. Not blame her '.—Who can he»f 
A tale like this, andnoi condemn you both? 
Th' ungpn'rous afl will carnifti al'yoor fame. 

T/ie. Forbear, my friend; the godof loveiufpir'd— — ■ 
, Fa-it. Some fiend, a foe to ev'ry generous inllin£t, 
A foe to all that 's fair, or great in man, 
Infus'd the baleful pollen through your foul. ■ * 

Tie The guilt is mine ; But fpare, oh ! fpare my Phscdra, 
A fingle gUnce from thofe love- beaming eyes 
Inflames each i);ought, and hurries gie to madne^. 
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Hark! [Soft mu^cis hard] Ariadne comes ! — this way, my friend; 

Thou Itiil cinft ferve me. With a lover's ardour 

The King beholds her, and wiih earneft fuit 

He woes her to his throne. Let urretire ; 

Thou Hillcanll guide me through the maze of Jate. [Exeifnt. 

SCENE II. 



Safi Mafic is heard. Enter A r I a o n e, i-jith a train e/Y irgln*. 

" \fi. Vir. Now, Ariadne, now, my royal miflrefii, 
" Propitious fojtaiie fmilesj and from this day 
" The gods prepare a fmiling- train of y^rs." 

Ari, I thank you. Virgins; this k-tnd of lympathy 
Shows you havetearis that feel another's blifs. 
" Oh ! much [ thank you, virgins ; yet this day 
" DIfpels the clouds, that hovcr'd o'er my head." 
Thou fource of life, thou bright, thou radiant god. 
Who through creation pour'll thy flood of glory. 
All hail thy golden orb ! " Thou com'ft to quell 
•' The howling blaft, tobld the'ttmpeft ceale, 
" And after all the horrors of the night, 
•' To cheer the lace of nature 1 — Oh 1 to me 
"■ Thou com'Il propiiious, in thy bright career 
*' Leading thy feitive train. The circling hour* 
*' ThaLfniile with happier omfns, as ihey pafj 
' " Shedding down blemngs from their balmy Wiugs, 
" Prepare thy.way rejoicing ; with thee come 
i' Bright Hope, and rofe-lip'd Health, add pure delight. 
" And love and joy, the funfliine of the foul." 

" \ft* Vir. Be all your hours like this : may no misfortaDS 
" O'erdoud the fcetie ; and may y.ou ne'er have caufe 
" To dim the lullre of thofeeyesin tears." 

Ari. Oh, from this day ! ' From this aufpiciom day, 
Thefeus is mine ; " The god!ilc» hero's mine. 
" With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry laurel erown'd, 
" The lover's foftnefa, and the warrior's fire. 
" A monarch now protefls himj he has pledg'd 
" Hi* Royal word— But O, my love 1" 
Swift as fomeGod, that mounts the vicwlefs winds. 
And cleaves the liquid air, thou (hould 'flhavefiot^n 
To tell me ;ill, to biefs me wiih thy prefencc. 
And bid the news more joyful touch my earl 
Rais'd and tiidear'd by that enchanting tongue. ' 

-" Why does baloiterthus ?" 

" \J}. Virg. His frieiids from Greece 
" Perhaps detain hii:i." 
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"Jri. "Oh! itmuftbefo, 
" And without caufe I chide his ling'ring lUjr. 
" A fliip from Greece to clum u» \ mighty gods ! 
" When your difpleafare fmote mr, when your nradi, 
" Severely jull, give td my trembling lip 
" The cup of biiternefs, to your high will 
*' I bow'd in reverence down ; 1 bore ic all, 
*' For Thefeus' fake, I bore it all with patience ; 
'- And 'mid'ft our forrows, with a daws of gladaeli 
" 1 foolh'd hi» wounded fpirii ; teach me now, 
*' Oh ! teach me how to bear this Cide of joy, 
" Nor with excefs of bounty try too much 
•< A heart that melts, that laoguilhes with love." 

£n»r Phaedka. 

j/ri. Oh! Phxdri, wh^ this long, unkind dell/} 
The gods reftorn my Thefeus to my armt. 

Pfne. Ifthe proteftinggods from Thefeus' head 
Ward olF th' impending blow, none more than PhEedra. 
Will feel ihcgen'ral joy. But Uill my fears 

jiri. Supprefs them all. Thefeus has nought to fear. 
But where, whereithe? whither has he wandef'd ? 
Siy, tell me all, and fpealc to me of Thefeus. 
In vain I at it. " Though his name delights 
" My lift'ningear,.yet you will never charm me 
" With the lov'd praifes of the godlike man." 
On Periander'i name you often dwell. 
In {trains, that in a heart not touch'd like minCi . 
Might ftir afFeftion.^Not a wot^ of Thefeus: '^ 
Why iilent thus i— it is unkind rcfervc. 
Alas, my filler, thy unrutHed temper 
Knows no: the tender Juxury of love. 
That joys to hear the objeft it adpres 
Approv'd, admir'd of all, when ev'ry tongue 
Grows lavifh in his praife, then, then, with ecftacy 
- The heart runs over and with pride we-lillen. 

Fk^. 1 have been jult to Thefeus ; never wrong'd him. 
Hi; fame in arms has hU'd the nations round ; 
And purple viilory in fields of death 
For him has often turn'd the doubtful fcale. 

Jri. Unkind, urgen'rous praile ! Has no one told yw 
His brave exploits ? the number of his battles ? 
But who can count them i Fame exalts her trump, 
delighted with his name to fwell the note ; 
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And viftory exulting claps her wing*, - ' 
Siill proud TO follow, where he leadi th* way. 

Pia. Sd facne reports. — Wiifa what ■oiwunded ug* 
Her paflions kindle.— She alarms siy feaii. Tif/ldti 

Ari. Why th« averltd look ? Of laie, ray fifier, 
or late I've mark'd thee with dcjc^d mieoi 
Penfive and fad. — If aught of difcontent 
Weighi on thy heart, dilclofe it all to me. 
" In ev'ry ftaie of life, in all condition)," 
With ihee I have unloaded ev'ay fecret. 
Fled to your &rm>, and ii^h'd forth alt myctrt. 

Ph^. Does Ariadne think myloreabaied? 

Art. No, Fhzdra, no; I harbourno miftruft. 
I know thy virtues : — We grew up together. 
Knit ill the bands of love. ~No op'niog grace 
That fparkled in thy eye, or dawn'd in min*. 
Could prompt the little paffions ofour fex. 
We heard each other's praife, and envy Hcpt. 
And fare had Thefeus, though with tniindlels ardour 
I DOW muft love hitn, to diftraftion love him ; 
Yeiif my Thefeus had firft fix'd on thee. 
I could, I chink I could, have feen you happy 
In his loved arms, and hero as he is 
I had refiga'd him to ycu. — Why that figji, 
Pbcedra f way fall thofe tears .' 

Pha. Forgive your lifter. 
If ftill Ihe fears for thee— Her et'ry look. 
Each word Ihe utters pierces to my heart. [^JfiJk. 

Ari. Speak, tell me why ii this? why thus alarm me ? 
I never had a thought conceai'd ftom lliee. 

i'n/ft- Theieds m^Perithou*. 

Art. Oh ! Thefeui, in thy abfence'ev'ry moment 
• Wasconnted with afigh. " Support me, help me; 
" For I amfaint with blifa." 

"The. Revive, revive j 
" Recall thy fleeting ilrength. Your conntel:, Pba^ra, 
« Will beftaffift her 1 your perfuafive voice . 
" Wilfeharmherfenfe, and banifhallher c^es. 

" Ph^. At his lov'd fight, what new emotions rife !" [A/iJt. 

7Jir%My friead Peritbous from Oie realms of Greece ■ 

Ari. Perithous here ! themeiTenger from Athens! 
When laft yoo fojoorn'd at my father'* court ; 
4ThefnB has circled lince his anDual round) 
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I well remember you, admir'd of all. 

Men heard and praifcd the wonder of your frieodfliip 

"ForThefem, thtn a ftrangeMo tbofe eyes, 

" Bill fiDCe beheld, and ah I beheld to charm 

" The heart of Ariadne ! — you come now 

" To faecour our diftrefs," 

Peril. In evil hour 
I fail'd from Greece. Would I had ne'er embarked. 

jiri. My heart dies in me.-:-Say.what new event: — — 
Thefeuj explain, and tell me, tell me all. 

The. Oh 1 I was born to be th' unceafing curfc 
Of Ariadne's life ; ftiU, Hill indeblod. 
Unable to repay. 

jfri. Thou generous man ! 
To hear tbofe founds, and view thee thus before me,' 
O'er pays me now for all my fuffcrings pafi. 

£niir Aeichon." " . 

jfrc. Thefeus, on matters of fome new concern. 
Tome unknown, your prefence is required. 
'Tis Periander's order. 

r^. I obey. 

jlri. What may this mean ? yet, Thefius, ere you go — 

TAt. My friend will tell each circumftance ; from him 
You'll calmly hear it all. And may his voice. 
Soft as the breeze that pants in eaftern groves 
' Approach your ear, and foQth your thoughts to peace. 

[Exit nuith Archoir. 

Jri. Thegoda willwatch thy ways, and Periander. 
Has pronis'd flill to fli'ield thy fuffering virtue. 

Pha. I dread fome mifchief: Arijdne, here' 
Waitmyreturn: ITLfotlow to the palace. 
And bring, the earlieft tidings of his face. [Exit, 

Jri. My heart is cbiird with fear. What dark ovent— 
Can Periander — no ; diihonour never 
Will ftain his name.— And yet that awful paufc ! 
Thofe looks with grief overwhelm'd! 

Peril. Yes, grief in dee"a 
Sits heavy at my liftrt- — ■ 

Jlri. Rcvealthecaufe; 
Give me to know the worft; This dread fufpenfe— f. 

Peril. Oh! thmin Jilence I eould-everbide 
From you, from all, and in oblivion bury . 
What here is lodg'd, ajid Ihakes my foul wiih horror ! 
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Ari. With horror 1 "wherefore f is notThefens (afe f 
Doea' not his country claim him ? Does ngt Greece 
With opeo arms expeft him f Does not' Athens 
Send you with orders to demand us both ? 

Pirit. From thence your dangers rife : tliefonsof AthenS) 
A quick, ineonftant, fluiluaiing race — 

Art' Yet ever wife, heroic, gen'rou^ brave* 
All foul, all energy. Do they oppofe 
Our nuptial union ? Do they ftill retaia 
Their old hoflility ? Do they exclude 
An alien princefs from the throne of Athens ? 

If fuchiheirwill, take, take the fov'reign fway, ■ • ^ 

Th' imperial diadem, the pomp of Jtatc: 
Lei-Thefeus to his father's lights fucceed. 

And reign alone ; make me his wedded wife ; 
'Tis all I aft i," the Gods can grant no more." 
Thrones, feeptref, grandeur ! love can fcorn yon all. 
Peril. Unhappy Thefeus 1 by difaftrous fate 

Doom'd to betray fuch axccUcncc ; to fee 

The iaireft gift of Heaven, and fpurn it from him. [Jfide. 

/iri. You anfwer not:' fpeafc and refolve my doubts. 

Pitj- aheart, too tenderly alive. 

And wild »iih fear, " that throbs, that aches like mine. '" 

Thy pure, exalted mind *ill lower above , 

The arts of mean equivocating phrafe. ^ 

You'll not deceive a fond, a faithful woman. 

Ftrit. None ihould deceive you ; none. You will forgive 

My hefitating fears.- I would not wound 

That tender frame with aught that may alarm you. 

For thee my mind mifgives ; the fear that awes me 

Pays homage to your virtue. 

Jri. And does Greece ' » 

ReJIft the love I proffor ? 
Pirit. No, all Greece 

Reveres your honour'd name ; Th' Athenian (late 
■ By me demands your liberty- In terms 

Of earnell Import I have urg'd their claim ; 

But Pcrlandcr, — to his ardent fpiril 

Vooare no ftranger, — He no fooner heard 

The name of Ariadne, than with fierceft rage^— 

Perhaps you fcnow thecaofe — with high difdain 

He fpiyn'd at the demand. Some hiddeii motive— 

'Til love perhaps — you will forgive my boldnefs — 

fTis love, perhaps, that prompts the ftern reply 

Should I prefume once iiitire^ to urge the claim. 
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. Tbefeui thit moment mufi embark for Crete. 
So fays ihe king : he will not brook n rival- 
You'll fee you lover torn by rufiUns from yon ; 
You'll fee the Jhip bound fwjftlj o'er the waves ; 
In vain you'll fluriek ; in vaia extend your arm*. 
And call on Thefeus loft ! ' 

jtri. Thatiivagepurpofe 
The foul of Periander wilj difdain. 

Peril. What will not love perfuade ? loyem>^youfl/ 
Your father's court ; and love may teach a'monarch 
To break all bonds, and tciw'r above ih« laws. 

jlri. If (his Ije what alarsu you 

firit. Thefeus'life 
Once more depends on thee.' 

Jri. To fave that life 
Is there an (nlerprife, a fcene of danger. 
That Ariadne will not dare to meet i ' , 

Peril. Your wond'r0U3 daring on the wiogs of fame 
Hai reached the nations r^und. But now, aJas ! 
Oox only way is left. 
^ jiri. Direfi me to it. 

Peril. To Periander lend a graciout ear.' 
For thee he figha ; for thee his vows afcend. 
His throne await* thee ; 'the impenal crown ■ ■■ — ■ 

Jri. Sir, do you knos^^ne ? 

•' Peril, Princefs heM to reign 
" In thii fair ifland 

" j^r(. Do you knew the fpirit 
" That rules this breaft, and o'er informs njy foul ?" 

Peril. Forgive the zeal [hat|)rompts me to this office. 
The king inteufely loves ; and in a bafe. 
Degenerate world, from which all truthtt l^ed. 
He Aill may faithful prove to worth like thine. 
Confult with ThelVus : he can beft advife you. 

jlri. Confult with Thefeus ! affc his kind conlent. 
That I may prove a trsitrefs to my vows ! 
Pefigrt my TAe/eui! 

fVith tii'rygraa, 'with ev^r^ laurtl n-i,-j,s'd. 
The lexer's Jbfine/s, and ike ivarrior'ifri, — — 
Sir, for this counfel, for this gen'rous care. 
Accept my thanks. — " You a^e too much alarm'd — 
" Refign mj Thefeus 1 — Oh, the godi have forn'd him 
" With ev'ry virioe ihat adorns the hero ! 
" With valour, to incite the foldier's wonder ; 
" Wiihcv'ry grace to charm (he heart of woman. 
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•■ Oh ! none vfiU ri^^al him. 'Twill be the pride 
*• Of Ptriander, 'lis his higheft glory, 
*' Thac Thefeui fled for fhclter to his throne, 
'f An4 met protefl'ion here:." 
Peril- I've been to blame. 
Perhaps I urge too far :— Princefs, farewell ! 
May the tKoignant godi watch all your way*. t^"''' 

Jlri. Your fears arc viin ; each gloomy cloud Hull vantfli, 
jOr, UAg'd with orient beams of smilieg fortune. 
With added luRre gild our various day; . ; 
While o'er our heads Hymen Ihall wave Ms torch. 
Sooth all our cires, and brighten every joy, [ExaaUt 
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AtT in. . SCENE I. 



tnttr A^iAoit* tmd Thiicv*. 

' JriaJse. 

Ohi look net dint! " thofeeTci that glare To p>1f," ' 
Thofe Gghi tlut heave ai ihe/ would barft yoar hetn* 
Aftight my foal, tnd kill me with defpair. 
Ok) buHh all thy doabti. and let thoic eye* 
Smilct at when firft they beaoi'd their foftnef* on me. 

" Tki. Alai ! I'm imoan'i to mount ; my thread of life 
*1 Wai fleep'd in te ari; and nauft for erer run 
" Black and difcolouf'd with the worft of woei. 

" Ari. Can thy great kean thus Ihrinli, appall'd with fctr ? 
•*Thefeu(, I never lavr thee thus before." 

Tht. ODTdayaofraptareandofpromit'd joy 
Fu hence are fled. 

" jIrL No, en theirrofy wingf 
" The houn bfjoy and ever new delight 
*' Gomefmiling on. I) this a tiate ur feari 
'' When all is gay ferenicy around na, 
, " And fertttne opcni all her brighteft (icenet ? 

" thi. Too foon that (cene^ with low'riog doodi defWD>'d> 
•• Will fliow the fad reverfe." Vou Bttle know 
How Periabder with refifllcft fury 

Breaki through all bougdt. Hit paffioni fcora Kfbaint-' 
And what be will), his vehemence of foul 
Purfuei with fierce, with naremitting ardour. 
> To his wild fury all muft yield obedience. 

jiri- Hii reign has ever been both mild and jult, 
fair virtue,- like fome god that rule) the Aormj 
Still ca1m« the, warring elements within bin ; 
And moderation with her golden curb 
Gnulei all hii aSioni. 
■ Thi. Yet thert ii an impulfc, 
Whic!) with the whirlwind's unrefifled rage, 
Koots up each virtue, and lay* walle the loul. 
Love reigns a lawlefi tyrant in hii heart. 
For thee he lighs ; and fare that natchlefi beaut/ 
May well in^me the paffioni cf a pTioce^ - 
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Who mtA • ^i^em can deck ihy brow. 

Art. .Too well he knowi the ties ihu bind oi both> 
Knowt you're sll truth, ill conlUocy and love. 
He know* the fianc my virgin fi£bi luve owo'd ; 
Knowi'chat for ihee i left my native land. 
Fled front my frieadi, uid fram my f&ther'i palace. 
And gava up all for thee. And thinki he now 
Hii throDe, hii diadem, hi* purple poapt 
Have charms of power \a Ure me troni thy armi t 
H« Icnowi his vowi are loft in air t Thy licart 
Ii Ariadpe't thrcnr. 

?(it. " Hit fierccft paffiom . . - ■ 

^ Break forth at once, like the deep cavern'd fire. 
*' All lies-, all tender motives mnft give way. 
Hb refotudoa't fix'd." Alat T thu Tcry day* , 
Uolefl for ever I rcoounce thy lovc> 
Hii jealotu rage fends me bene* boand in chund 
To die a viaim on th* Cretan Jhore.. 

Jri. Hewillnot dare it; bo, fa black an sum^t 
Hii heart wtH ne'er cobcei.ve. Should he petM, 
Should malice goad him on. I too can fly 
This barb'roui Ihore ; with twextinguilh'd lova 
Through every ngiook every tJime attend thee; 
Follow your fortuAC), if the fates ordain it* 
Ev'n to my fathar'i court ; there proArat* fall* 
And clafp bu hand, and tntbe il with my taara. 
Nor ceafe with vehamencfe of giief to melt biin> 
Till he rclealc th«e to ihefa circling armri ^ 
" Approve my choice, andftow thee toUieoe^J^ 
" The adopted bair, die ri4ng fun of Grate.'' 

Tht. By yielding met Ht/ival ii deftny^d ; 
And by that a£l hii prtnid ambition bopta 
To footh your father's initaud pride* 
Aid moitld Umto his wilb> 

, AH: Can FCriander 
Harbour dial black inttnt i " and iota he OKU 
" To prove at firft a villain and a nurdenr, 
" And then afpire to Ariadne's love r* 
No, Tbefeus, do ; he will not lioop fo vilely t 
I've heard you oft* cojnmend him { oft' ny filbf 
Bmploys whole hours with raMur* in his praifc. 
tb is her conftant thente. Her pardal toig* 
Er'n above thine exaks his fav'nte Dime. 
■' She dweUi ea each particiilar j in fcau ^ 
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" Hii miMsr virtoes, hit greu fame in armt; 
" Mew, wheit hi tal^s, fond admiration liSent: 
" And each bright princefi hears him, and adores* 

"i The. Not eovy^s felf, howe'crhii pride icHam'd 
" May deal wiih mi, can overfhade hi* glory. 
" Roown in war is his ; the I'ofter virciei ' 
<' Of mild humatiicy adorn hi) name. 
" The polish'd arcs of peace, and every mufs 
" Atlune lo finer fentiment* hii foul. 
" His throne ig fix'd upon ih» fitmeft bafis 
" Of wifdoiD, andof jallice. Xhcrt to fliinc 
" The partner of his heart, his foft sflbclace 
" In that bright fcene of gJOry, well may prompt 
" In cv'ry neighbouring llate the virgin'* figh, 
" And wake the ambition of each monarch's daughter. 

" Jri. The ftf airi, the rapture that to me in fecret 
" My filler Ph'sdra pours the live-long day, 
" Enimour'd of hi* name 1 Perchance you've heard hcr^ 
" And marlc'd the heaving figh, and feen the Uufh 
" That glow'd with confcious crimfon on her chcelc>" 
Oh ! if the chcrifhej the tender flame, 
" With raaidfen coynefa veil'd, and pines in love," ■ 
Beauty like her's inay fire & monarch's heart* 
And Pcriaiuler, without fhaine or guilt, 
Without'a crime, may woe her to ni* anns.- 
To fee her happy, to behold my Pha;dr& 
Crown' d with a monarch's and a people's love« 
Would be the pjide of Ariadne's heart. 
■ T'lie. Oh, it weremifery, the worftof woes. [Atulr. 

Ari. Why do you ftart .' why that averted look ? ' 

If you approve their nuptials, freely tell me : 
With Periander I can plead her caufe, 
PuDC forth each,charm of chat accomplilh'd mind. 
" 'Till the king glow with rapture at the found." 

?^(. Oh, this would plunge me in the worA defpalr 1 \jdti4i. 
It muft not be !— Has not Peril hour told you ■ 

Ari. PerithoHs u your friend. — Perhaps to dr»v 
. The tie ftiU clofer, yon would fee him biefs'd 
In Phxdra's arms. — Tell me your inmoft thoughts. 
If fuch your will, what will I not atcmpt 
To footh to dear delight a mind like tlune ? 
Vhiedra will lilten to me ; mutual love 
Has fo end^ar'd us, from our letid'reit yeari 
"Has fa encrcas'rf, and with ourgrowth kept pace," 
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That we hava had one wish, one heart, one mind.— t 

My voice widr Phsdra will have dll the power 

Of fofi perfualion : her exalted merit 

Will blefs your friend and brighten all his dayi. 

7 At. Oh, the bare image fires my brain to madncTs ! [/iii/e, 
Alas! thb dream of happinefs ■ ' 

Ari. What means 
■ That fudden cloud ? and why that lab'rlng ligh * 
Oh, let my filler to Perithous' vows ' ^ ' 
Yield her oonfent, and hlefs him with her beauty : 
Together then we'll feek the realms of Greece j 
There in fweet union fee our growing loves 
Spring with new raptare, Ihare each other's blif»« . 
/Wd by imparting multiply our joys. 

E^tir Akchok. 

jfre. With thee, fair princefs, Periandct cravei 
Another interview : He enters now 

The palace garden. 

jiri. Does he there require ■ 

My prefence ? " . - 

Jre. Where yoQ deign to giv» him audience. 
He will attend you. 

7/ie. " It were beft go forth." 
His virtues claim refpefl ; and Oh, reratmber ' 

My fate, my happinefs on thee depend. 
, j/ri. Trult Ariadne, iruft your fate with me. [AtiJe, 

Arc. The Cretan princefs, with refifljefs paSion 
InHames bis fierce defires. My b.odiug fevs . 
Forefee fome dire event, 

The. A glance from-Her 
Will footh bis rage, and all may 11111 be well. 
When love refilllefs fires the noble mind, 
Th'effeftsi though foddeo, from that gen'rous fource> 
Are oft' excus'd ; the errors of our nature. 
The tender weaknefs of the human heart. 
' Art. Errors that influence the public weal. 
Hit rank prohibits. — " Let his vices be 
" (If vices he muft have) obfcure and private, 
" Unfelt by men* leaving no trace behind. 
" It were unjuft, that his unbounded fiiry 
" Should tear thee from the arms of her you We." 

Tki. "But when a monarch "*— Ha'. Peril ho us comes.' 
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Ftrii. Thertus, I foug;hc thee, — Archon, dOM par king 
Rflent? or muft coDfeSVate Grtece fend forth 
Per flceia a'nd armies to fupport her righti f 

j^rf. ThemiferiMafwir-myfteblt voice 
Shall labour to pravent- Thefciu, farewclL 
Archon ii ftilt your friend. V/itti ArUdne^ ^ 

■Ere long, I truft, you may re vi lit Greece. \£xit, 

Tht. With her reviiit Greece! Why a!l thU zeal 
For Ariadne ? Wholia* Eamper'd wilh'him? 
Why not convey her to her father's court f . _ , 

Why not invite her to the throne of Naxos ? 
Why all thii bofy, thu officious care 
To torture me? to foil hit fovereien'i love i 
To feod far hence the idol of hii hearty 
And blend her fate with mine i • ' ■ 

Peril. Her fjte with thine 
Saotofeis, blended, nothing can divide th^. 
Tr^th, honour, julUce, gratitude combine 
^ach tender fe,atiment ; Uey form a chain, 
,An adamantine chain, indiflbluble, firm. 
And ftroDg a« chat which from the throne of Jova . 
H*ngi dowQ to draw to hwmony &nd union 
Tbie univerT'l frame. 

?;*». U diii my friend ? 

P*!-**. Your friend, who feomi to flatted; 
Who dares avow th'emotioat of hii heart. 
Oh 1 Thcfeu], 'we have long together willted 
The pathsof viriue,'uprighc, firm in honour; 

■ And fhall we now decline.' and mall we now 
With fraud, with perfidy, with blftclcefl perfidy^ 
fot ever dann our names I ■ 

f flit. Thi( ftern reproof 
" I) nor the language the time now demattda. 
"Til thine, my friend, to foften my diftrefs; - - 

" To pour the balm oCcorofort o'er my forrowi, 
" And footh the angullh of a wounded mind. . 
« Qh I ftep between me and the Iceen reproacbea 
•"Ofinjar'dbeanty; fave me from myjelff 
** From Ariadne fave me ! 

" Peril. Ii it thus, 
*' Oh l~ra{h deluded man 1" andiiitthiu 

■ With hig4 difdain you fpum that rarelt beauty. 
Thai SoaA, bclicvingi uofufpcAisg £ur i 
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"7itt Hfltc you not painted to her dizslej iucjr 
" Tha fplendor of ■ throne, that here awiiti her ? 

*' Pfrit. So {encTOui, To unbounded u her love, 
*' She feekt but thee, thee onlj'. Pomp ind fplendor 
" Are toys chat link, and fade away before her. 

" 7>/, Then tell her all the truth : tell her at net, 
" Another flame u kindled in my heart, 
" And fate ordain* Ihe never can be mine. • 

" Prrjt. Will that becvtne Perithous } that the talk 
" Thy friendfhip would impof^ ? Muft I proclaim > 

" To th' aAonilhed world, my friend'i.diflionour I 
' " Muft I with cruelty, with felon purpofe, 
'' Approach that excellence, that beautconj fbrm* 
" And for hei gen'roui love, for all her virtue, 
*' Fix in her tender breall the Ihatpefl pang, 
*' With which ingratitude can flab the heart V 

Tit. Why wilt thou gioad me thut ? 'tucracltjri 
*Tii malice in d)f^uife.~«-Forbear, forbear | 
Affift your friend in the foft caafe of love. 
Involuntary love, that hold'i enllavcd 
The fetter'd will. 

Perit. luTOluniaiy love I _ 
Beware, beware of the deceitfiil garb 
That vice too oft' a^umct.'r-There'i not a piupoft 
Prompting to evil deedi, that daret appear 
In it't own native form. The lirfl approachj 
' With bland ^lurementi, with tnfidiouj mien. 
Wean the delujivt 'femblance of fome virtue. 
The Siren fpreadi Her charAii, and fancy lendi 
Her thoufand huei to deck the lurking ciinc. 
Opinion changei ; 'tit no longer guilt ; 
*Tis amiable wcaknefs, generoui&ailiyi 
Involuntary error. On wc.mjlr 
By fatit error led, and thus the l^guge, 
like fophillry of vice delude* as all. 

TAe. Perithoua, 'til in vain: in vain yoa ftrtve. 
By fubtlc maxims, and bypedantreasooing 
To talk dttwn love, aadmooldit to y«nr wiU.' 
It rages here tik^ a dofe.pent-iip lire ) 
And thick'ft thou. tame advice can check it'i courfe, 
And loathe to reft thcfever of the foul ? 

Ptrii. And wilt thou thai, by oneungen'roui deed, 
Blaft all thy laurel), and give up at once 
To Jhans ud infamy thy honour'd naime ? 

Tiif . Wool'dft thou dcftioy my peace of nuad for ever I 
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' Peril. I vtodM preferve it. Would'ft ^^u Sill enjojlf , 
Th' atcefting fofFrage of the confctons hean i 
The road is pi i in a ad level : live with honour. 
Be all your diedi, (uch as becime a man ! 
'Tia that alone can giveth' unclouded fpirit. 
The pure fereaity ofinward peace. 
AH <Jfe b noily fame ; ihe giddy Ihoat 
or gazing multitudes, thatlbou expires. 
And leavei our laurels, and oar martial glorj^ 
To wither and decay. By after times ' 
The roar of fend applaufe no more i* heard. 
The triumph ceafes, and the hero then 
Fades to the eye : ihe:faithl«fi man remaiiis. 

Th- Was it for this you fpreadyouj fails fromGiMcct 
To aggravate my forrowsf — IfamonarcJi 
Woes Ariadne to his throne and bed} 
If I refign her to imperial fplendor. 
Where is my guilt f Why will ihe not accept 
The bright reward, that waiw to crown her virtnes ? 

Piril. Becaufe, like thee, Ihe is not prooe to chaoge, 

Tht. Why, cruel, why thus pierce my very ibiil f ■ 

Peril. Becaufe, like ihec. (he knows flot to betray. 

Tht. Difaftrous fate \ And would'fi thou have me fl^ 
From Phxdra'i. arms? By every folemn VOW, 
By every facred tie, by love itfelf. 
My heartis her's> . She is my only fource' , 

Of prefentblifs, my bsft, my only eameft 
Of future joy; the idol cf my fotil. 
Should I defert her, can luveniioa find, 
*MidA allherHores, a tint of fpecioos colouriag 
To vamilb the deceit ? 

Peril, It wants no vanifliT 
Nofpecii>uscolouring. Plain honeft troth 
Will juftify the deed. With open firm nefi 
Go, talk with Phxdra: tell her with remorfe 
Cofifcience haslhown'the horrors of your guilt. 
Tell her ^he vows, youljfeathe to Ariadne, 
Were heard above,, recorded by the gods. 
Tdl her if itiU (he fprcads her fa«I,lure. ■ ■ 
She takes a perjur'd traitor to her arras, . , 

Praflis'd in. fraud, who may agiiin deceive. ' 
Tell her, with equal guili, nor lefs abbor'd^ ' 

Shejojns torob a iifter ofher rights. - , , ' 

Tell her that Greece— 

Th. No more ; I'll her* no more. 
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Aflift my love ; 'ui there I atk your aid. 

Forget my fame ; ii i; not wotih my oare. 

■ . Ptrit. Then! goi rulh on, devoted to deftru^on. 

Let Hymen kindle hii unhallow'd torch, 

ClaJp'd io each other arms enjoy your guilt. 

Renounce all Lcrcd honour ; add yoor name . • 

T« the bright liil of ihofe illuftrioua worthies. 

Who have leduc'd, by vile infidious arts. 

The fond affeftiOns of the geo'rous fair ; 

■And in return for all her wondrouS goodoefst , , ' 

.Leave the fair mnurtier to deplore her fate ; 

To pine in folicude, and die at length 

Of the (low pangs that rend the broken heart. 

T/ie. Oh ! fonune,! fortune '. — wherefore Aas I bom 
With a great heart, thacloves, that honours virtue, "' 
And yetihus fated to be Daflioo'sllave? 

Ptrit. 'Tisbut oneeffon, anj you tower above 
The little frailties that debafe your nature. 
That were true viSory, worth all your conquefts. 
You triuHiph o'er yonrfelf. And lo ! behold 
Th' occafion offers. Ariadne comes ! 

T/ie. I muft no: fee her now. 

Pirit. By heaven, you (hall ! 

Tie. Off, loofe your hold. Confufion, fliame, anA horror. 
Rage and defpair, diltrafl and rend my foul. 
'Til yoil have feed thcfe fcSrpionsin my breaffi. 

Perit. AndyeC-> . \haUingkim 

Tht. No more; let midnight darkflefs hide me 
. In fome deep'cave, where I may dwell with madnefij 
Far from the world, far from a friend like thee. \Exh 

Ptril. Mifguided m^ ! my friendfliip ftlllftiall favohim. 

Ari. Stay, Thefeui, ftay : doe* heavoid my prefence? 
Why with that hafte, that wild diforder'd look — 

Perit. 'Tb now the moment of fiifpendcd fate i 
The gods ^iTembled hold th' uplifted balance. 
And my friend's peace, all that is dear, or facred. 
His fame and honour, 

Ari. The gods proteft him ftill : you need not fear. 
AH danger fliss before him. 

Perit. While the king 
Petains him here, he know; to what excefs 

Ari. Soea that alarm his fear ? 
And does he therefore fly ? — Ungen'roiie Thefeus ! 
And ia it thus you judge of Aiiadne i 
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And yet, Perithous, I wi}l not epbrud him.! 
Mi: tender renfibilky of heart 
Too ^oiclcly takes th' alarm : yet that alarm 
Shows, with what Ilrong folicitude he lovet ) 
My teargpreVHil, and he may fail for Greece. 
Thu very moiaent Pcriandergranied- " ' ■■ . 
See, wjiere he comes: he wiUconfinn it all. 

P^n'/. It weie Dotfit-he Ihouldbehold me here. 
When apt occarian ferTec^ we'll meet again. 
A heart like yonr'», with every virtue fraaght, 
Shculd^be no more decqiv'd. I now withdraw. [£;n>. 

^ri. Go tell my Theseut all hi) Jear* are vain. 
In love, as well ai war, he fill! mnll triumph. 

Piriaa. If once again I trouble your retreal> 
l>eem me not, princeft, too importanate. 
Nor with indignant fcorn rejcft a heart. 
That throbs in every vein for jou alone. 

Jri. Scorn in your presence, fir, no mind can feel. 
Far other fcmimenis your martial glory, 
Atid the Dilld feelings ofyour gen'rou« nature,. 
Excite, in every breaft. The crown yon wear. 
From virlue'i punfK ray derives it's luflre. 
Your fubjefli own a father in their king. /. 

" Beneath your fway the 'vretched ever £nd 
" A Aire retreat. At Periander'i court ' 

" All heart! rej«ice : here mis'rf dries her te^r," 
' To me your kind humanity hat given 
It'sbeftproiefkioD. " For the gen'rous aft 
" MyhArto'erflows: thefe tears attefi my thank}." 
Each day beholds me bow to yon with pruTej, 
Kefp«ft, and gratitude. ' 

Perian. And mnft refpefl. 
Fruitkfs rcfpeft, and diHantcold regard, 
Beallmyloi? Has Heaven no other btif* 
Id flore for me ? unhappy royalty 1 
Condemn'd to ihinein foHtary ftaie. 
. With no fond tenderneCs of mutual love, ' 
*ro {both the heart, and fweetcn all it's carei 
** Without the fafi fociety of love." ^ 

jM. For thee ihc "gods rofervefublimer joys, - 
" The happiuefifupremeof ferving millions." ' ' 

*Tis your's, in war tog uard a people's rights } ~ ,'■ 
In peacs, to fprcad one common blifs to all. 
And feel the raptures of that beil ambition. 
" Mankind demands yoo : glory is your call." ' - 
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Ptritm. Aabitioii U tlie ^iremy of the feral ; 
The £erce inlatUtc avarice of glor/i 
That wadei through blood, and mark! it'g way with iota : 
And when it*! taUi ar^ o'er, what then ninaiiui ^ 

But to look back through wide difpeopled realmt I 
Where nature tnournt o'er all the dreary walle. 
And bears the-widowi', and the' orphans* fhriekif 
And fees each laurel wither at the groaog. 
And the deep curfes of * roin'd people. 
Vain effort* all ! vaiathe pucfiut of glory> 
Unlefs bright beauty am us for the field. 
Hail our return, aobuce the viftor*! prize. 
And l^re rewaid what love iifelf inipir'd. 

" />/. The vaft renown, that fpread fuch luflre round jrov* 
*' Like [he bright fan, that dint all meaner rays, 
*' And makes a defert in the blue expanfe, 
•' Will never want uplifted wondering eyes 
" To gaze upon it." From the neighb'rinj;. Ilatet 
Some blooming virgin, fome iUultrious princefs 
Will yield with rapture to amonarch's love. 
Proud of a thronet which virnc has adorn'd. 

Ptriaa. That pvw'r, is your's ; one kind iadulgent glance, ' ' 
Ooefroile, iheharbingerof foficonfent. 
Has bliJi in ftore beyond the reach of fortune. 
Beyond ambition's wilh. ~ , 

Jri. Vourpardon, fir, 
I mult not hear you figh, and figh in vain: - • 

Look round your ifl«. where in it's faireft fomu. 
In all it's winning gAces, beauty decks 

Your fplendid court. Amidft the radiant train. 

If none has touch'd ypur heart, may 1 pMfume— 

Perhaps you'll think mine a too partial voice— 

If none attraA you, feewhere Phsdra fhioe* 

In every grace, in each attraAive charm 

Of outwardform, anddignityof mind. 

Her rare perfefUons, her unequall'd virtue. 

" The roUdafFeaioni^fhergen'rous heart," 

Her friendfliip firm, in ev'ry inftance tried, 

Tranfcend all praife. " In her pure virgin breaft 

** Love never kiodlsd yet his fecret flame. ^ 

" Your voice may wake defij^es unfelt before :" 

W^h pride Ihe'Il liften, andmay crown your vow* . 

With all th' endearments of a love fincere, ,. 

And with her fofter Infire grace your throne. 

Ptrian. Why, cruel, torture me with cold difdain^ ■ 

With thee to leign were Petiander's glory. 
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Ari. Ohj not kr me that glory ! well you know 
This heart already is another's righl. 

Ptrian. Tliere lies the precipice on which yon tread. 
By ytour own band 'tis cover'd o'er with flow'rs : 
your fell wiUfiiftdifcoverit. 
. Ari. Thofc words • 

2>ark aiid myfterious — 

" PtrUn. It wer« not fit 
•* That fond crednlity (hoald lead you on, 
" In gay deJufion, andin errar* maze."— 

The bafe deceiver 

, An.. Who ;— what doft thon mean i 

" Perian. I mean to fave you from his treach'rous SltSJ 
" To place you on a throne, beyond Jiis reach, 
'•• Where foul ingratitude will fee her lhaf» 
■• Fall pOw'rlefs at your feel. 

*' Ari, Cold tremors flioot,— — • 
" I know not why, — through ail my tremWing frame,"— —r* 

Ptriaa. Tender, fincere, and generous yoorfelf, 
Yoo little know the arts of faiihlefs man. 

Ari. Explain ; , imfold ; — you freeze my foul with horror< 

Berian. Beware oi Thefeus ! ■ 

Ari. Howl of Thefeus, fflidft (hou ? 

Perian. Were I this day to fend bim hence a vi^n. . ■ 
(And you alone — your tears fufpend my purpofe) 
'Twere vengeance due to perfidy like his, . 

Ari. The viper-tongue of ilandcr wrongs him. Sir. ■ 
Too well I kiiaw his worth :— my heart's at peace. 

Pirian. With fond enchantment the gay fiien hope 
Has lur'd you, on a calm unruifled fea. 
To truft a fmiling fty and flatt'ring gates. 
Too foan you'll fee that fl:y deform'd with clouds ; 
Too foon you'll wonder at the gatHVing ftorm, . ' 
And look aghall at the deep lurking ruin> ' 
Where alt your hopes mull perifti. 

j^ri. Still each word 
Is wrapt in darknefs-: — end this dread fufpenfe. 
Or elfe my flutt'ring (oul will foon forfake me. 
And leave me at your feet a breathlofs corfe, 

' Periaa. A for-mcr flame — reflf-ab that wild furprife ; 
Summon your 'ftrength : — I fpeajc his very words : 
A former flariie, kindled long fmce in Greece, 
" Preys on his heart with flow confuming fires." 

Ari. Does this becomea monarch ?. Can your pride- 
Thus lowly Hoop, thus Xvith a tale fuborn'd 
To tempt the honour of this faithful breaft i 
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Penan. By ev'ry pow'r [hat view* the heart of man, 
And diftafes moral thoughts, 'tis truih I utter. 
Laft night, admitted to a private audience. 
He own'd it all ; renounc'd your Iotc for ever ; 
Gave up his fair preteDflbns. — Ariadne, 
Your colour changec, and the gulhing tear 
Start* from your trembling eye,- ■ ' 

jfri. The vary thought • 

TboHgh fure it cannot be, — the very thought 
Strikes to my heart lilce the cold hand of death. 

Ptrian, It flill yoii doubt, go charge him with hit guilt : 
He will allow it all. 

/iri- And if he docs. 
Oh, what a change in one difafirous day ! 

Ptrian. Your fate now calU for firm dealive meafurei. 
I will no Ion jcr urge th" ungrateful fobjed. 
I leave you to culleft your flutc'ring ipirits. 
I would not fee your gen'rous heart deceived— 
His guilt fhould roufe your nobkft indignation. 
Now you may prove the greatnefa of your foul. [£nr. 

JrJ. " Jfthisbefo,— JfTbefeoicaD be false, 
" Is there on earth a wretch fo curs'd as I am i"— 
A former flame ! — ha ! think no more — that thought. 
With tuinTjigj ftioots horror to my brain. 
A farmer flame ,** ftill rages in his foul. — 
•' So faid the king."— Who is the fatal fair? 
" Where, in what regjon does (he hide her charms f" 
Was it for her I fav'd him from deftruAion i 
For her rebell'd againfl my faijier's power P 
To give to her all tbat my heart adores ? 
Can Thefeut thus ! — no, ".yonder fun will fooner 
" Start from his orbit.".— Yer wherefore fhun my prefence ! 
W%all this day that Jiern, averted look f 
I'm torn, di(lra£ted, tortur'd with thefe doubts ; 
And where. Oh, where to fix ! — I think him ftill 
All truth, all honour, tendernefs and love. 
' And yet Perithous~~)t is all too plain ; , _ 
All things confpire ; all things inform againft him. 
" He will avow it !'" — Let me fcek Mm ftraight. 
Unload my breaft, and Charge him with my wrongs i 
With indignation barrow up his foul ; 

Tell all I're heard, all that disirafls my brain ; ^ 

Ponr forth ray ragt, pour forth my foodiiefs toa> 
And perhaps prove Mm innocent at lall. 
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AfidJnt. 
' Whire, Ariadne, wliere are now the hoan 
'' That, wing'd with rapture, chai*d efdiodwr*! iSgtl^ 
•' In one g»y rourtd of joy ? — Where naw the hopea, 
•• That promii'd years of ui}cxtingai(lt*d love ?"— 
'Tis paft ;— the dreatn i* fled ;— " ihe fu« growj dim f 
" Pair day-light turns to darlcuefic ;"'— alt within me 
Is defolacion, horror, and defpair.— ;- 
And are his vowi, breteh'd in the face of heav'tti 
" Are all hii oathiat once difpera'd in air I" 
Thofe eyes, whefe glance feat forth the melting Conl, 
■ Were ther too ftlft i — " The war*-, with which he oft' 
•' Bedew d his bofom, were they tauglit to feign i 
" He Ihuni t^ e Hill : where does he Imrk conceal'd }"— ' 
In alt our haunts, in each frequented ^rove, 
(Ah! grovct tooconrciouiofiheiraiior't TOwil) 
In vain I've foeght him- — Doet this hated rival. 
Has fhe feduc'd him to her am'roiu parley i 
Godt t doei ihe fee him fitiile, and hear tkat voice i 
And doe* he figh, and languifh at.her feet, 
Enameur'd gazr, and twine thole arms arovnd bar t 
•• Hold, traitor, hold ; the godi forbid yo«r love >— . 
*' Thofe look), thofe fmilet are inine I— Deluded naid f 
" Mine arethofe vows, that fond embrace it mine.'' 
Horror ! diftraAion ! — StiSl 'tii but Airmiic 
That with thefe fliadowingi makes me tremtile thut. 
I Dill may wrong him :~-Periander't fraud ^.-i. i ■ 
*' 'Tis he abufea my too credulous ear. 
" The tale nay be fubom'd : — I'll not believe li-^ 
" Loft Ariadne ! you believe too much. 
" Where, where ii Phedraf hernnwcaried Aiendffil^ 
" May fiill avert my rain : flie may find 
*• The barbarous man, and melt hit heart to pity. 
" And yet Ihe comci not."— Jr& ! Perithou ien ?■»— 
Ho knows the wotft >-he cu pr«aewi» my, dseot. 
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ftril. forgive me, prtncer*, with oiKctout zeal 
if I ODf more intrude. The time no longer 
Admits of wav'ring, hefitating doubt. 
The king, enfetter'd in the chains of love, 
Rejefi the claiai of Greece. If hence you part. 
You ribA, with Thefeai, ftcer your coarfe far CfetP> 
Hii refolution'* fix'd. 

■ A-i, Doea Thefeui kaaw 
Th' impending danger? — have yoa-leen yoitr friend I 

Peril. His great heart labours with a war of paflions • 
Too big for utterance. In the foldier'i^^e 
The filent tear flood trembling. Strong emotiont 

■ Coovul'sd hi) frame. He.kuows your ev'ry virtue. 
And raiU in grief, in bitteruefiof foul. 

At his hard rate, and ajid each malig iint pitfneti 
That leavet him empty praife, and fruiilcfs thank). 
The only -fad I'etarn he now can nuke. 

jfri. Thaukt 1 unavailing thanks ! — You nted not cone 
To add to mtfery thi* Iharpefi pang. 
Love in [hi* breall is not % vulgar flame. 
The mere compliance of a will refign'd ; 
'Til gen'roiu eclUcy, 'di boundleis ardour. 
A heart, that feels like mine, will not be paid 
. With cold acknowtedgmenu, and fraillefi thanks ; 
M^ra graiicude is perndy in love. 

*' Pirit. Your bright perfeftions tfere Mi hv'ritt thentei 
- ** He see* your days, that IhoDC ferecely bright, 
"Uifcolour'dnow rfiih fbrrowinotyonr own. . , 

•• He fee* you following, with unwearied fteps, 
" One on whom fortune hai not yet exhaufled 
" Her ftofei of mailtfe ; — whom the ggdi abandon. * 

" ^ri. Whfim juftice, truth, and heoour all abandon !" 

Pirii. It grieves him, Ariadne, much it gncvci him* 

■ To fee thee overwhelm'd in hi) misfortunes : 
Condemn'd with him to drain the bitter cup 
Of endlcfi woe ; and finee propitioui fortune 
With better omens coarts you here at Nazot, 
'Ti) DOW hi* wish, that you renounce for ever 
A man accurA, fod outcaft filom hiscdnstry. 
The fatal caufe of all your forrow, p\ft.\ 

"4ti. The fatal caufe of all my wMs^ conK I 
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" Ptrit. I do not mean to julHfy his gailt. 
" Might I advife you, you may ftjU be happy .'^ 
A monarch lays liis sceptre at your feet. 
Yoor father Mines will approve your chpice ; 
All Naxos will confcnt) a willing people 
With fond acclaim will hail you as their qaeeii> 
And Thefeas never can betray you more. 

Ari. And doft-chou think, (ay, does the trutor think 
Thus to e'nfnafe me with infidious counfeh I 
Laft ni^ht admitted to a private audiencCt ' 

To Penaader he confefs'd hu guilt. 
Anothet jtaflton rages in hit heart. 
You know it all : unfold your lurking thoiight>> 
Reveal the truth j give me the tale of horror. 
Own the black treaton, and confummatean. 

" Perit. Would I could hide the failings of my friend. [Aiidti 

" Ari. Thofe broken accents but diKraft me more. 
■' Let ruin come ; I am prepar'd to meet it. 
*' Oh, fpeak 1 pronounce my dooia ! — In me you fee 
" A wretched priacefs, a deluded maid, — > 

" Loft to her friends, her country, and her father.-— 
" In pity tell me all ; with gen'roui franknefs 
" Deal with the wretched : let jne know the worK." 

Perit. Far be deceit from me : of juft refeDiment 
I would light up the flame i my friend is plung'd* 
Seyond all depth, in treachery and guilt. 
Another love Ihoots poifon to his fom- 
Ac length he owns it. Hp avows his paflion. 

Ari. Avows his pajTion ! 

" Ptrit. 'Tis his fatal crime. 

" Ari. You hear it, gods! — I aJk no patience of ydu: 
■' Lend me no fortitude, no ftrengch to bear 
" This horrible decepdon." — If your Juftice, gods. 
From your bright maafions views this fcene of guilt, . 
Why lleepa thy thunder ? — " Send me inllant madnefs^ 
•' To rafe at once all traces from my brain, 
" All recolleftion of a world like this. 
" All bufy memory o£ ungrateful man." 

Perit. AITeri yourfelf ; revenge your injur'drightSf 
And low'r above the falfe, the bafe deferter. 
Who breaks all vows, and triumphs in his guilt. 

Ari, Can fraud like this engender in hit heart ? 
It cannot be ; no, — the earth does not groan 
With fuch ft moniter \ — You traduce him, fir. 
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Vf)io (btm'd As black defigii 1 V^o for**!! the tilei— 
*Ti» Peiiinder'a art i^-j'twaa hefoborn'iiyoo. 

Jm/. If you wiH Wot me— n 

i*rf. Trouble me no wore i : 
Thefeui ftali hear howhis friend blaftj Ms hme. 
And comes fixim Aihens wilH MS high coinmiffioni" 
To tempt in)' faiih, and (VOrfc a woman'* ririn. tiR#. 

Fm(. Totfjfnieiwwpriniers! my heart inward ble'ed» 
To fee the cruel deftiny that Waits thee. 
*' Ruin, iMvitabfirroia-Mls 
" On her, on Thefeai, ind h'u blafted fame." ■ 
Aiid yet if Phedl-a-~-w<ial(! fome gracious pbiVE 
Infpire my voicti md 'giVe.thc energy 
To wake, to melt, to penetrate the heart.— ^Jt 
What if I feA hn f— Ha !- — -i 

■i«/iTpB«*ii«. ," 

Phr. MnhoAght the loud 
©f Aiiadue'iTmCe^'; -—^ 

fmr. 'Tiiailwia'd: 
Her timely prefenc^^ , \Au/t', 

i'A*. Went my fifterhencef . - ■ . 

fmr. Yes, hence the wenr, wild t» ^Hieto^tfi rtj^. 
As if a confiagration of the foal 
To madneft lir'd her brnn, But, <!Hi 1 I ftaV 
She went to broodin fecrrt D'efhelrwyotigi"; 
To think, and to be deeper plun^'d in iiai. 

Ph^. Yoa chill my heart with fear ; yonliavi niJt t(M hW 
For whom in fecrei Tbcfeui bl-eatbei his vows; 
For wKom hfcherishrt" the hidden flarfie. 

PtHi. There wanti but thai — that cii'dumlkcce of hotrbri 
To de(a]aie her foul with inffanc m'adnds. 

Pkit. Yet why Kill obftinate-. why thus diffiin 
A mooareh's TOWS ? A'mind like hers, elate 
With native dignity, and fiette with pride. 
May ricw with fcorn the lover who bcirays her. 
And on th' imperial' throne reVengc her wrongs. 

Ptrii. ftevenge iS the delight of Vulgar foiils. 
Unfit to rule the bnaA of Anadne. 

Pha. Yoar woWs, your looks alarni me : from yotir eye 
Why flioots that fiery glance*— What auft we do ? 

Ptrit. What muft wc do ?— The honeft htart will tdi thMi 
* lis in your powi :-*reiiomrce ycur gt&I^ love*";" 
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Do juflice to a filler ; fcofo by fraud, ,. ' - 
By [reach'rsDi aris to undetiobe her peacf ; 
Reftore the lover whom you ravilh'd from het, 
A lover all her own, by ev'ry tie, . _ . 

By folemn vows her own, nor join in guilt 
To wreft hip from lier, for the felfiih pride. 
The liitle triumph o'er a filter's chacins. 

Pfi^. To Ariadne tu(n : give her your counfeL— 
She; ftill, if timely wife, may favc lierfelf. 
For joy and rapture : — (he may live and reign.^ . ■ 
If I lofe Thefeus, I tan "only die.- 

Ptrit. Better to, die, than live in vile difhonQiir. - 
You rofti on furc deftmftion : — Awful coofcieace, . 
That fits in judgment ih each human hearty 
And, from that dread tribujial fpeaks within us— . 
Coflfcience will tell yon, you have broke all faith, 
Betray'd all confidence, deftroy'd the bonds 
Of facred friendlhip, and with fiiame and infamy 
Ruin'd a liiier, who would die to ferve you. 

Pia, Inhuman that thou art ! why wound me tktu 
■ With ftem reproach i — why arm againft my peace. 
With fcorpion whips, ihefe furies of the foul ? 

Pirit. For this wilt theu invade a fifter'j lighu f 
Forchis betray her; to endure for ever 
The felf-accuiing witnefs of the heart ! 
Remorfe will be your portion : fbame and anguifli 
Will haunt your nights, , and render all your days 
UnblcA and comfoTtlers. 

Pha. It is too jnuch, 
Too much to bear this agony of mind. ■ 

Ptrit. 'Tis virtue fpeaks i it warns you: — hear it's voice. 
And, ere too deeply you are plung'd in guilt, 
ReturD with honour, and regain the fhore. , 

PAn. No more; — 'lis too much ; — I cannot bear it. 

Ptrit. Greece honours Ariadne : — Think when Thclciu 
Returns u ich^lory .fiain'd, with foul dilh^iour. 
Think of theblack leverfe. Will meii receive 
With fongs of triumph, and with Oiouts o£ joy. 
Him and his fugitive ! — I fee you're movM : — .' 
Thofe tears are fymptoms of retarning virtue. 

Piie. You've tuTp'd my eyes withTiorroi OB Bjrfelf.r-' 
Oh ! thou hall conquer'd : — Ariadne, take. 
Take back your lover; I refign htm to you. - - : . 

No, Phxdra will not live the Save of vice i 
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•• I will not bear thi* torture of tlie mind, 
■* Goaded by guilt, pale, trembltng at itfelf." 

Ptrit. There Tpoke the gen'rous foul ;— 10 tJlofa C. 
May the gods give the energy of virtue. 

P}ur. Go, lay to Thefeus, for his lore I thsnk him;— 

Bid him renounce, forget me Can he "do it l~- 

Bid him preferve his honour, and- his lift. ^— 
You netd not counfel him. — He will not fell ■ 
A willing viftim for a wretch like me. 
Yet, if his heart confent*, let him forget 
His vows, his plighted faith ; and as he once* 
With unfeit ardour, could delude my lifter. 
Bid him oncemore dilTemble, and betray. 

Ftrit. Oh, bleft event ! AH-danger will retreat.— . 
1 leave you wow, while nature ftirs within yott, 
I leave you to th' emotions of your heart. [£xfr. 

Phie. Oh, what a depth of ibrrow and remorfe. 

Of Ihame and infamy have I efcap'd ! 

Juft £ods ! to you I bend : your warning voice 

Has taught me to renounce all guilty joys. 

And dwell, fair virtue 1 — dwell in peace with thee ! 

Enter ThEseus. 

The. Ph»]r», what m«an thofe tears ?— Upon the wing 
Of flrong impatience I have fought your prefeacc.— — 
What new alarm 

Pha. My foul is fuU of horror. 

Renounce my lotie ; — forget me ; — think no more 
Ofrafhly plighted vows. '' 

, 7:4e. Renounce thee, Ph»lra ! 

- Pka. Fly my difaftrous love : — DifgraCQ and ruin 
Arc' all the portion Ph^ra has to give. 

The. Is that my Phxdra's voice I — Can Ihe talk thai i 
The tyrant fair, who iirft Infpir'd my heait 
With love ixnfelt before f-,-1 ftruggled long 
To liifle in my breall the hidden flame ; 
I fled your prefence j — wherefoe'er I fled 
Your image follow'd, and I ftill lov'd on. 
In vain I ftruggied : your difceming eye, 
WTiat could efcape ? — You fann'd the rifing flame. 
And foon my fliitt'ring heart was wholly thine. 
' Phix. Gait not to memory the fond delight. 
My guilt ftands forth to view ; I own it all. 

D2. 
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. Tht. And were the graces of each wianipgfmJlc 

Meant onl/ to deceive me ( Were thosf eye* 

Inlliufled how IQ roll the hidden glaAce, - 

To fool me with a mockery of hope. 

Then fpumjae from yoiir arms a w retell; defpis'd i 

Pha. I muft not, will not hear ; the g^dg forbid it.— 
I fee my filler pale, deform'd with murder, ' . 

And heir the cnrfu of jtuakind condemn me.— 
Vour ftiendhai toldmeall. . . 

the. Perithoui ? 

Pha. He. 

Iht. Is he toojoin'd? ii he tD« Icaj^'d agaioft nu ? 

Pfia. It was his friendfhip fpokc. 

Tlu. Then fend me hence, 
A viAim to appeafc your father's ragC, 
To be a fpeflacle for public view. 
And meet at leng^ an igeominious death, 

P^n. Heart-breaking founds 1 [Aifa 

Tlit. Or if, ungeaerau) fair. 
If you will have it fo, command me hence. 
Once more to fijh at Ariadne's feet. 
And to that beauty— —Fhzdra, have a care :— ^ 
That lovely form the wond'ring eyes otmea _ 
Adore, and even envy muft admire. 
Beauty like her's may twine about my heart. 
And gain, though mudi I've ftruggled to refill her. 
And gain at length my fond confent to wed her. 

Pka. Confeni to wed her 1 — Death is in the thongbt !— — 
Pcrfidiou* trailer l-T-praflis'd in deceit!— ' 

■ And can another— after all your oaths . 

Oh, light inconftant man !-^ Ah 1 can a rival 

Blot out all fond remcmbTance of your lave. 

And twine her fatal charms about your heart ?— •• 

Confent to wed her l-rGo, — abandon Phxdfa ; 

Seek Ariadne ( To her matchlefs beauty 

Breathe all your vows — thofe you can well dissembl^ i— 

Go, melt in lean — thofe too you well can feign ;— 

Revel in joys your heart will never ta&e. 

And fee me laid a viftim at your feet ! 

The. ReArain this frantic rage, does this become 
The tender moment, when the faithful Thefeus, 
With all a lover's ardcur, comes to greet thee ? 

Pha. The thought of lofing thee turns wild my brain. 
Oh, lovo refumes his entire o'tt my font! 
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And all inferior iftcitirt«~yield at once. 
Thefe tears can wicnefa . 

Tht. 'Hi no ttMe for t^ars. 
Go feclc your filter; your Toft prayer) and teara 
May ftUl pievaili if noi, to-morrow'* dawn. 
Tell her. fliall end her doubts, ere that, I've plann'ii 
Meafureit thn may make fure our mutual blifs I ' ' 

To Pertander I mult now repair. . 
His meflcngers have fought me. Ob, remember. 
My life, my hope of blifs, mull fpriiig from~thee. L^/t'f' 

P^. And on his fate my h^pinef) is grafted. 
Hal Ariadne cijmes ! — Oh, love 1 what virtue* 
You forte ise to betray !*— That tagard mien — ' 

'T'bofe look* proclaim the tumult of her foul. 

Enur Ariadne. . ' 

Jri. [Nvt ftrctiviiif Vhx.1 Jn yajn I Jlruggle to deceive my- 
felf: 
I am bettay'd, abandon 'd, lalt for ever, 

" FAir. How her fierce rage fhoois lightning from ber ev ;s' ! 

" jlri. Ob, while hit accents charm'd my lift'ning elr, 
" While each fond looic enfntr'd iny captive heartr'' 
" Ev'n then another lur'd the wand'rer from me ! 
" Another'* beauty taught thofe eyes tolangdiQi; 
" Another's beauty tun'd his Voice to love I 

" Pi^. Appeafe her anger, god), and grant i\er paiteAce! 

Ari. And maft I live to fee her haaghty triumph? 
" To bear ber fcorn \ — to bear the infuliing pity 
" Of Cretan damet !— all pleased with my undoing f" 
To die at length in mifery of heart. 
And leave to after-times a theme of woe, 
A tragic ftory for the bards of Greece ,' 

Ph*. How my heart fiirinki ! — \ dread the interviev. \Afi4i. 

Ari. " Let lightning blall me firft :" — Let whirlwjhds feixe 
me, 
** To atoms dalh me on the craggy cliff," 
And blow me hence " upon the warring winds" 
To cUmet unknown, beyond the verge of natnre, 
*' To the rerooteH placet in the vsid ; 
■' That never, never can approach this world ; 
" But rolling onward, farther, farther ftilt 

- I>3 , , . 
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" Holds in the wilds of fpace it's fated roond ;"— 

There I may rave, and lo the lifi'ning wafte 

Four forth my forrows ; " think 'till reafon loavei me ; 

" And tell to other ftars, and other furs, - ■ - 

" A tale to hold them in their courfe fufpended, 

" And turn them pale with horror at the found. — 

" There let me dwell ;" grow favage with my wrongs^ 

And never hear from this vile globe again. 

Fhie. Yet be of comfort. 

^ri. There h no comfort for jme. i 
Whence is that voice f— Oh, Ph^dra ! Oh, my fitter ! 
" AITift me, help me— I am ficfc at heart. 

" Pha. Recall your reafon, fummon all your flrengtb^ 
"Northusaffliayourfelf. 

" Ari. Have I not caufe ?" 
The batbarous man '. he. flies me ; he abjures me ; 
Breaks all the fervent vows which each day's fun, 
-Which (very, confcioua planet of the night. 
Which every god bent down from heaven to hear. 

Phie. And yet, if calmly you will hear a.fifter ■ 

" JrL. Could yon fufpefl that perfidy like this 
'.' Can lie clofe ambufh'd in the heart of man ? 

'• P!ur. But fti!!, if Thefeui, harrafs'd out with woes, 
" Purfued b^fate, and bending to miifonunr— — „ . 

" Ari. I gave up all for hiBi._ 

" Phir. Were you bui calm " 

jiri. Can the wrctth tortur'd on the rackbe calm? 
Ingratitude, thou fourc^ of evil deeds 1 
' Foe to the world's rcpofe ! — " thou canft with fair. 
*' With fpecious words, with tr*acheroui difguife, . ■ , ,■ 
•' Deceive the frjchd) and thrive upon his Iniiles ; 
" By fervile arts enrich thee with his fpoils, 
" 'Till pamper'd to the full, with favours bloated, 
*' Thy hour is come to Ciow thy native hue, 
" And carry pain and angullh to the bread 
" That warm'd and chenfli'd thee." Detefted fiend \ 
By thee truth fades even. from the nobleft mind ; 
Of fair, and good, and jufl; no traci remains ; 
Honour expires, the generous purpofe dies. 
And jevery virtue w'uhcrs in ihe foul. 

Pfia. Yet be advis'd, and you may fllH be happy, 
A youthful ino'natch woes you lo hii throne.' 
The godt hhve fent relief 

^ri. Oh, Phaedra! Oh, ipv filler! 
As yet a llranger to man's wily ansj 



^nQdoi^Iu 



You keep the even tenW of /aav'mind ; 
You know not what it u to love like me.— 

Phx. Oh, cofiladiti. cMfcioiM g;nilt. ' \AJiiit. 

jfri: "Ifeeyoopity.me." ■ 
It grieves me to afflift your tender nature. ' 
In all his hours of tenderneG aiLtl love— 

H retuto no mbre t— — 



ph, charmine houri, that niuft retuti 
I never dcemM it was illHlion all, — 



Jilever fufpefted a more happy rivfti,— 

Saw not her image lui4ting' in his heart. 

!" Tell me her name : Who ii Ihe ? Let me fee 

" The fatal fair,' that poifonsall my joys. 

y Your own heart, Phsedra, muft condemn the deed." 

fhn. Her word) too deeply pierce ; they rend my foul 1 

■ -■" Ufil: 

Ari. " You can deteA the trritrefi ; guide me to her." 
^tU ml hirnamt : WkaisPnt Lit mt fit 

T/u/Btalfmr.thatpafBntalimjjrft. ;' 

If on this ifle— — Ha l-^why Ihit ftiddeil paufe ? ■ 

Thstdowncaft eye f-^why does your eolonr change? * - ■ 

Do, now I lee yoH know her I— id your looks 
Iread it all. ■ ' '■■' 

J'^*. CorfofioB," fti»ine, diflraflion ! r [4^'- 

If this wild furyihjt deforms yaur feafon -^ — 

jlri. Phiedra, beware s if yoo deceive your flfter. 
If you conceal this rival, 'cweriia deed 
To fliock all nature ; to make heaTcn and earth. 
And men and gods iitbm thee. 

PAa. Since unjuftly 
You thus fulped fiie<— have I given you caafe i 

Jri. Difclofeitall an(i league not with my foei. 

Pka. I fee my fault : — with too officious care ' * ' . - > 

- 1 came to heal your forrowa.-^I forbear : ' 

I've been to blame;. but now, farewell) farewell I 
* Ari. Stay, Phaidra, flay: you fhalltiot leave me th«!. 
In all affliftioni yoo are ftil! my comfort. 

Phit. Then check this fo>y ; it is phrenzy all. 
Where is the pride becoming Minos' daughter I 
Difdain the traitor i drive him from your ihoughls. 
Tgrn where the gods invite you : Periander 
Willie* to lay his fcepire at your feet. ■ ._ ■ . 

Yourfwayfliallblcfsihchnd, and humbled Thefeos ■ ' 

Will be re'duc'd to fne to you for -mercy: ■ 
Tlw''ppwer will thenbe yoor'i, the rai*i4d power 
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Of godlike clemeacy: 'twi|l.t})fB;^)ai)H^ • - '. -- ' 
To fliow thee worthy otiJ^pe^i^l,i^fy, , , , . . 

, To (helcer ftil) ihc man y9[! ap«*.9P9ld loya ; 

, Kdow him infenfible to worth iifce thtoti - - ■ . ■■ , 

To honour loft, and yftforgiM^^ ill.- . ■'..."- 

^ri. Uoa I tTz.ntftTik' iff/^edoai, aim Covi 
To juftify his pwfidy I , Mflft-I. : ■ . . -i 

Bargain away my heart, to fkye. a traijor!,- - . , . ..-.'• 

torchefairCrcek tofave hinj ,MigiiVg4d«.!. , 
He Ihall not wed her !— Qiv« her laimy i^e— n 
I'll follow to the i^t^r; tttere^iyvf^gftvcf — —. ^ 

How my hean ihrinks— no, ftrifce— •' m^ ^IwirtOoilirt'' "'^ ' 

." Airiftme,^Ph8»(Ux, jiyetiiAm»ap^of4«di.'' ■"■' -,'■,■: -• 
She ftiall op^ I^« to revel in if'ii aripji. '■•'■' 

Then Thefegs (hall behold her faded form, 
M And eyary 4rop the traitor titfin te^fafl,'-', 
Shall pay me for the te«r#, tjie galllBg^oari, :> 

Hi) perfidy has coft me : then he'll koow 

The agony of fonl, t,t» mOKUl papg,, . . _ " ' 

When w( aw robib'd of 41 tb8>Mi adorw. 
"PA*. Ha! willyP5^fifeF,aaifty,5mhftci4»Moadi 
" jfri. Then Thefeus too^he clings about my heait(-j- - 1 i 

f.*No. Iethimrailfpr-Cri?e:liBy,fatJiw>i«ti(fi ■ ■■ / * .' ' 

'.' Will claim atonement for a daijghte/* fMtovgtt ■ 

*' Doom him ^facrifice for broken vai^s. 

f A drea.dful warning to wgrawful min,^^ . 

£iHir Per)thovs, 

Pertt. Yoar nroes encreafs each hopr. A-«tvi««'» Htr : 
Leada Thefeos fwib, Ijy Pcmnder't or4orr^ 
To yonder tower ijwt overhangs the b*y. 
From hence, ere morn he muft depart for Ci«t4> 
_ Pk^.-Ah '. there to peri (h~ Ariadne htfte, 
ScekPcnaodwi—fiy— prevent the ftroke,-- ' . ' 

jiri. " He can no more deceive mo." ' 
Lrt thi barbarian fiript..~nD, 
Ae MBTir of tmitTntf,^-.iKt gen'rcnt dii4 
B^ gimt It fiU iiifprt^itutii tit fif^'r 

Pkm, Will you, then. 
Ah, will you, cruel, fee him dooia'd to die! 
^.'"/"'' '*'* '''■'g' ""<i bathe his. feet with ie«n. 
And lave, and ffiridc till he rdc«& bin l^ «• ££«». 
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"Peril. IfhenufifBlli 'tii yon bave lU'd liii doon, 
■• You Hill Ciui fave him. Ac one glance fram you 
** The king will feel hit refoluiion melt. 

" Ari^ f fav'd bim oiue, sad he ic(}()(tki me for it. 
" No more of lenderMfe- - ¥l«e g«|iVow «bed 
*■ Bu[ gives to fell ingratitude the powV 
« Wiih fcoEpiDn flinga to p«ru you to thf bMrt. 

•* Ptrit. Yet, Ariadne, think ■ ■ 

" Art. No more, but leavo mc. \.^'' Peril- 

•* Yes.lei the traitor die :— if hemuft.die, "■ 

•' In fomc dark wve I can deplore bi» hie, ' 
■" Hid fr«n the wcfrld/forgciiitig all but bim, 
" 'TiU the kind hand tifd»«th (Ealllay m« (lmcli"d, 
" In cold oblivion on ihe fiincy g;romrd, 
" Pale, wan, and. fepfeleftai the marble form 
•" Xh?t lies in ibrtow on fome virgin's tomb !— ^ 
f He -wilt not iee my tean ; the barbarous maa 
f Will be no more angrateful.T-Might^ godtl 
f I lov'd, I am betray'd— •y*! love bim ftill. " ■ ■ 
•• Quick let me hence :^-oDe gen'rom effort mote 

f* May lUll fond wilhesi how you ruftinpoa mel— 

*' Should he relent, — Oh, flioald rewrning love 

*' Qncc moit— — vain hope ! — yet the d^afioa charmi me :— 

f*OoeEeB'ron9«ffiirt'iinvejiu.y makefaifi) muie.* * . l^Sxii. 
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JniTiCEprerails, and Thefeus is my prironerj 

Yon' to w'r immures. him clofe," Seek thou the haibonTf 

UDmoor the Mp ; let alt thicgE be prcpar'^ 

To give the Iprcading canvais to the wind. 

The day declioM, and the moon's .filver beam 

Plays on the trembling wave. ' ThU night 'lis fixed 

Tixfeiu ffi^ me Ihall feek. the Cretat £oi(. ' [^mt Q^'**i 

£n»r AalADKB. 

■jfr». WHeieisyour'prifoner? . . 

jtl. In yon' tow'r fecur'd.. 

^ri. Yoar policy has fail'd ; releafe him Jlraight ; 
'Ti( the king's order ; you may read it, fir. IGiwt hiiK a Pt^er^ 

jit: Your intereft has prevail'd, and I obey. '■ ■ " " \E;rit. 

Jri, Ye fond ideas, ye fierce warring paffioni, - 

With what a mingled fway you drive me on ! 
Griefi rage, and indignation rife by turns ; 
But love Aows in, and refolution dies. 
Ha! fee he comes — Oh! bow this flutt'rjne tomoltf 
With hope* and fe>r$ alternate} fliakei jay frame. 

Enltr TtiEsiut. 
Ari. [-viewing him as hi aJvancet'\ DilUniuIattOIl fiuls him, and 

his looks - ■ ■' 

No longer hide the characters of guilt. 

7hi. How fhall I pour my thanks ^ a thoufandfendmenU 
All prefs at once, and yetdeny tne utterance. 
Words are too poor : expreflion drives in vaio, 

jiri. You need no more diflemble — fir, I've heard " Periander 
" Has heard ihe pnrpofc of your foul. I.all night, 
" When flecpfeal'd ev'ry eye, in darlcnefs wrapt, 
" Thro' fecret ways, dandcftine as your thoughts, 
" You ftole into his prefence ; there difcloj'd" 
Your bidden ilame, your alienated )ie»n.-~-—~[turns frem him. 
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Tie. spare yoan reproaches, ptincefs ; Oti! forbear^ -^ 
. Forbear in pity to tfili&'a mind 
Too deeply wonnded ! that feels all it's error*. ... 
FeeU all your virtue], sad with keepesc fenle 
Aches at icli own reflexions. , 

Jri, Of the pardon 
Which Periander to my pra^'ra has granted. 
You know not the extent. To-morrow's fun 
Shall light you to ypur nuptials ; you may ihen 
Shew to the world this unapparcot beauty. 
And five to her the vows that once were mine. 

Tie. Oh! Ariadne, fpare this keen reproof !^ 
Could you but know ihe pangs t jiat itrugglc here— 

Ari. " Thefeus, you weep 1 you weep o'er my afflifUous ; 
" You feel my wrongs, yet barb'rous e»'n in pity, 
" You fix the shaft of anguish in my heart ! 

T^e. " On me, on me the weight of lain falls ; 
" 'Tis I am plung'd in woe ; a man condemn'd, 
" To wander o'er the world." Alas, 'tis fate. 
Fate drives me on. If you forget a wretch. 
The prey of grief, the fport of fortune's malice: 
And if a monarch, to reward your virtues, . 
Prepares th' imperial wreathe to deck your brow— - 

^ri. Is iharihe recompence I wifh'd to gain i 
" Too well you know this heart. Had Feriandec 
" A wider finpire than e'er monarch rul'd, 
" And you were helpless, delljtuie of fortune, 
" I had been, hcav'n can wiuiels ! happy with you. 
*' In loviax you, I sought yourfclf alone. 

Tfit. " For all this waste of generous afieOioD, ■ 
" Calamity is all chat Theieus brings. 

Jri. Come lead me hence to fome far diftant wild. 
Where human footstep never prints a tr»ce ? 
There blefsM with thee I could for ever d*e!l. 
*' Thron'd in thy heart, the miitrefs of thy love. 

" TTu. Here happinefs awaits you ; here you're deWn'd 
"The mild vicegerent of the gods on ejirth. 
" In that bright fph;rc while you ferenely ihiiie, 
•' The pattern of all virtue, temp'ring juftiee . 
" With meriy, tnd diffufing Weffings round you, 
" With tears of joy mankind will own your fWay. 

jiri. Oh, vileingrate! 

" Tki. If you will deign to hear me: 
" Though great my crimes — '— 
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" drh. TIiODtFMtdr! — w» it that 
«• Vol look'd and lalk'd, when firftl ftw and Idv'd » 
" Your doom w.i» fix'd ; tbe dScCd of Vengeance 
" ReiBorfelefs led yoa forth J my trembStig eye . 
'■ Purfocd your (teps ; Esars gush'd ; I could cot fpeilc 
■' I fled to your rtlief, and my undoing i 
" Then ev'ry god was witnefs to yotlr vbwt. 
" Tbe fond deliifio'n charm'd me. I rebell'd ' 
" Agaioft my father ; I betray'd hit hoilisur ; 
" And all for t^ee. I Sed my native land. 
" Nor winds, nor waves, nor exile could debar me. 
" This ihe retncn !— have I deferv'd it of you i 
•■ Tell nw my crime ; ahd, oh ! if poffible 
" Teach me to think 'lii juilice that I fuffer ; 
" For ev'n in ruin I would not abhor thee," 

7he. YoQ wrong me much ; By yon bright flan I f««ar, 
I never meairt by bafe ingratitude 
To fix affliflion in that bofoni'-foftnefs. 
Thy name, thy nterit, and thy wondrous goodnaffr. 
While life informs thi> frame, fhall ever Il*e 
Efteem'd andhonour'd, treafur'd in my heart. 

^ri. Efteem'd and honour'd 1 — 'twas yeur love yoo promii'4. 
A monarch, faidft thou, woes me t<! his arms 1 — 
What truth, what fair return Itave I to give him ?' ■ ■ 

Give me, barbarian ! give me back my heart. 
The heart you robb'd me off : — Give back my voWf j 
My artlcfs vows, my pure ilnpledgM i,SeBaoni, ' 
-With equal warmth that I may meet his love ; 
And not like thee, v.'iih treachiroas Inland ^lirreitteMt^ 
Courts his embrace, and charm him to betray, 

Tki. Then if you will, wreak yoiir worft veAgemce oa mt, '■- 
Arcend the-thrbne ; back to the Cretan ftiore' 
Convey 'me hence to glut your father's rage« 
1 there can die content. Or if your mercy 
Permit me once again to vifit Greetc, ' ' 

Oft I Itiatl hear of Ariadne's name ; 
Well pleasid at diftance, in the humble vale 
Of private life; or in the tented field. 
To view the radiant glory that furrounils you. 
And thank' the gods for fbedding HeQings dow» 
On thee and alt thy race. 
' Jri. Ay, vific Greece ; 
Difplay to Athens"^'!! yonr brave exploits. 
Your batUn won, the nations yon have conqaw*<d. 
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And let your banners, xvaying high in air*. 
Hold fonh the brighc inCcription to nUfD'aeyc^ 
* Lo, thb ii hejvhp E^ifinp^''^ o'cT.awomaD/ 
Mj death will bUzan fonh the fame of him, 
Who freed (he world fron monfteri of iha.defcrt. 
Who flew the ininotaif!!. .bij.tco^ld Qo^q^ell 
Ingracimde, that moBfler of the/oul.^ 

T'he. You need not, Ariadne, OH, yoii need not 
Thus tear me ^iece-mptl. My dl&iaSt^d heart 
Feel) in each n«rvf, j^dbl^^i ac, every vein. 

JrJ. Uobidden tears, why wiJl you foot me thi^ I 
Theft tears that faH, tlHk^.Ehuigaj^ oa^ perforctt 
Are not :he leara of fupplicating lave :— 
They are the tears of barning^indigB^iionr 
Of ihanie.and rage, atidpFil^, andconiciiMU vutMi 
. Virtue that feeis, f«e> at the very heart 
Each Aab uibuman tre3<:heiy ha^ given. 
Yet fees that calm tranquillity in guilt. 
See ne no mere ; tt-ntBrrvw^eaiii/e/ir Jails, 
Sat take not. Sir, iki partner efjgear ht^t, (-"- 
A'a,! — Jaft mt, en tfy li/i, cpavg her hiaef- 
Go. fail for AAw*. 

Jiliiiie, Aeart-irniea, CBaftniffi; litem ■ 
Plung'diitdej^r. 
Ferfiudl,fortvtr,Oh,imgrat^nlm^f 

Enter Phadra, 

Pha. Once more reftor'd to liberty andCfe. [7»Th€i 

Vht. Oh, death were happinefs to what I feel 1 

•' Jiri. See me ao awre i Eo-morrow fpread yoat Culs t -. 
" Take in your train, the partau' of your heart.— 
" She fhall not go :— ^nce more I'll fee the Icing, 
" And dare not on thy life convey her hence. 

" I'/ue. Whatmuldliiigfieadi«flamef.]roathiistonudner;r 
"Hear, Ariadne, hear.- , ■ — 

« Jri. Go, fail for Athent. [71 The! 

" Atone, heart-broken, comfortlefs j like me 
" Piung'd in delitair i like roe, depriv'd of all 
" Your heart held dear. 

" Ph*. Let me appeafeyout wrath. 

" Art. I will defcend to pray'ra a«d tears, no more. 
" Farewell for ev^r ; Oh, ungrateful mai) I l^xitt 

"Tht.'-' Diftraflicnl— madnefs!— Oh, flw hw deftroy'd . 
My peace of mind for ever I 
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Pha. Thefeui, no : 

My lenient care (hall mitigate yonr grief. 

The. For thee, my Phxdra, I bear all fOr thet. — 
Since liberty is mine, let me employ it 
To fervc our mutuilblifs. The time adpiM ■ 
No dull delay. This moment I mull leave ihee. - 

Phx. AJi'- — whither do you go? 

Tht. Obferve me well. 
That piih that wbds along the barren heath, 
Leads to the moiintaia's ridge : there down tbe fleep 
A foft declivity will guide your fteps 
To Neptune's lemple. flieltet'd in the grove. 
There I expeft you. 

Pha. Wiereforef— wUt intent?— 
Unfold the dark defiga ; my fear* alarm me. 

- Thi. No more ; — the fun defcend s, and (able night 
Draws o'er the face of things her du&y veil. 
With cautious ftep proceed ; but, ere you go. 
Watch Ariadne : — here beguile her ftay. 
If flie purfuea me, all is loll for ever. 
Farewell, farewell, I truft my fate with thee. 

Pha, Oh, how my bofom pants with doubt and fear ! 
What may this mean i — feme dread event impends. 
He will not — no— preferve him, gracious powers ! 
Let him not, prompted by defpur, attempt . 
Beyond his Itrength; and rufli on fuic deftniOion. 
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Ari. Wliere, Phasdra, whither is the trMtor fied ? 

Pke. Oh, you have been to bhme ! —with h'agard eyei 
Uptnm'd to Heaven, he paus'd, and heav'd a figh. 
As if hit lab'ring heart would burft his frame. 
And* leave him here, a pale, a breaihlefi corpfe, ' 
At length with haAe, with fury in his look. 
But Welling ftill your name, he rufti'd along. 
And vanifh'd from my fight. 

^rl.Thebarb'roujmaij! 
Did he deny his falfehood ? Did one tear 
Speak his cumpnnflionf Did he once releAt? 
In guilt obdurate ! did you mark his mien. 
The pride, the fcsrn that darted from his eye i 

Phtc. What choice was left him, when wilh fierce difdain 
\vo, fpum'd him from you .' 
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Jhi. Therefore did he fliun me ? 
Unsen'rons miin I V ^'^ ^ '°^'d hini moft, . 
Thea when enrag'd I pour'd my curfes on hint : 
My ii»rtArtRgs even then were twin'd^boat luoi. 
Once more I'll fee him : ihould be fail for Atkeut '■. 

'•ris fi«'dtof9Upw him. " He will not ihen 
" Dare to avew a treachery like Uiii. 
" His glory u at Aake : with one. accord 
*' All hearts declare for me. The fons of Greece* ■ 
" For all my forrows, all my fufFerioga paft, 
" Wllh to reward me in their hero'i atmi." 

Pha. Anddoes Ferithouijolayou? doe* Le meao 
To waft you o'er the deep f 

Ari. His fhip already 
From laA night's ftonu, lefitted, courts the breeie, - t^ 

And even now prepares to plough the deep. 

Phix. Thefeus, the whUe, in pining diiconcoit. 
Forlorn and vretched on the blalted heath. 
Sighs to the winds, and drinks his falling tears, 

Ari. Oh, fiy, purfue him ! calm his tianbled fpiriti . 
" Still, traitor as he is,, he may relent. 
" For Oh, too well I know his godlike flstOTC J 
*' Know the mild virtues that aisrn his inind, 
" And more than fpeak in each enchanting look." 
Go feek him, Phxdra : telLhim alt my woes. 

And reconcile his heart to love and me. ■ - 

But hark \ — forae Hep this way—— — - 

Phir. Perithous comes. 

" Jri. Hafte — fly — purfue him — find the barbarou) man." 

" Phx." I leave you now, 

Ari. Farewell. 

i>^^. Where fliall we meet f 

An. In yonder palace. 

Pha. There you may expert me. {Efot. 

Ari, Oh, grant her power to touch, to melt his heart ! 

Eattr FSRITHOUl. 

fait. I bring you tiding* may revive your hopert— 
Thefens may ftill be thine. . . 

Ari. May ftillbemine! 

Ptrit. Yes ;— Periander, (hoald ho ftill perfift - 
To hold you here a captive, fees his danger, . . 

Crete arms againft him : Athens too will claim you, 
Aod ht'deftruftioD loofe. To cope with both. 
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Not even ilie ibot of PerUnder iatn. 

He mflft releife yon : then yon fiil fofOntcr. ■ 

Thefeus will there bi yonn : hig Memti vowr'ii ' 

And dK Ti8 debt«f 9WimU>i)a awet, 

Join'd by tbe {obUc voiee, wiDbind liimtDyDS- ' 

Ari. BuiifcorftraintaloiK— — All! unyoathnli: ' 
That his relenting heart will- AmI remorfe F 

" Ptrit. TheindiKHstionof iflBiilciDd'wiIlvrlirnhiia> 
" Returning vitfoc tbeo— — 

"^ri. If aught MB waken ' 

" A fpaik of love in that obdoTKe bretft;"* 
Atook, aligii, imfka&M'd-fromth* bean, 
Will heal my forrows. «nd, *itb teaw o£ J07, 
, Make me forgive him al). I bum once mora 
To wander with Inn o'er the roaring deep. ^ 
And has the king confeniod } 

?trii. Ev'n now I left htm 
In dofe debate, and onward to this foot 
Bending hit eager fiep. With friendly comifeli 
Archon attecdiv ud fecOad» all 1 with. 
IjO, where he comei this way. Keiire s while : 
Yon' grove will giye you fhelter : there reanitt* 
A fiiigleglahce fromthofeperfoafivceye* \ 

Mav once again infla«e hia fierce defirei. 
Ana reafon then will plead your caafe in vain. 

Jri. May all your wordi fink mehlBg tohis ibnl [ [Exit,' 

■Pnit. Now, godi, aflift mel If I now fuccced. 
My fears fubfidc, and danger is no more; 

Muter FxniAttBEH. 

Piricm. Perithousf hear: thit hour endi all debsie. 
My refolutioD ') fix'd ; then urge no more 
Yojit haughty cl.iim: 'lii tormfe to my hnit. 

Peril. A heart like tbinvwillgenn'otfflykiTe-.- 
You will not force the princefi to your armt, 
Nor light with Hymen's torch the flanm of war. 

Periaa. Ha \ doft thou deem me of fo fierce a fpirit* . 
To tyrannise the feari of A.iadue? 
No,— her own lip, the mufic of that voi^i 
To my deliglited ear Ihall breathe the.prvmiftt . 
The foft avowal o^ cur mntnal iliine: 

Pirit. She doati an Tbereus : the wtde trotid huknl'd 
The Itory of her love. A)k1 cfn you hope' 
To tarn away the Gtu-miof ificAicii- 
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t^rom titiA, who ^rftawftlcM heryoangdefirMf ' 

&[ill fani the flame, and Ibrdl it o'er her fottt I 

frrian. Lei him depart ; I have releat'd him to yon. 
Tlicn Ariadoe will refent her wrongii 
Incline her heart, and lillen to iity vo«s. 
Bear yonr friaid hence ; my order* Hhali be iflued. 
For Ariadne trouble me no more. \Sxit. 

Ptrif. Prond monarch, go ! Thit night (hall mar your nopcat 
^Mi very night, while Heep lulU all your goardif 
She ihatl embark. When lawlefi pow'r prevail*. 
The noUCead mall juftiTy the meani> 



Ari. .ThoQ generous man ! haft tboa regained my freedom t 

P*rit, Thit very night we quit the haled Ihore. 
lEnquire no more 1 you mnft embark with me.— — 
^or Thefentt he will gladly join oar flight. 
- jfri. All things invite ui : from the Ocy bnrA* fortk 
A ftream of radiance, and the level main 
Prefenis a wide expan(e of quivering light. 
Where it my infter f 

Perit, She muft here remain. 

Ari. Noi it were perfidy, a breach of friend Ihip. 
Ghe Red with me : our hearii were ever join'd 
By the fweet tics of friendthip and of love. 

Ptrii. Here Ihe muft fta^ ; yoar happinefs requires it. 
. Jri. What is her crime? Ah, why Ihould wedefcrt her I 

Ptt^it. Seek not to know too moch. 

Ari. No, PhaHra, no; 
f cainot leave tb^e here. 

£'«r(r AacKOK. 

^frr. Thi* very momeat 
A lotdier from tb« harboua briagt cbi) letter. 
To yoQ it it addfefi'd. \Givu « Uittr U Pent. 

Ptrit, And cornea from Thelem. 

-/r('. From Thefeusl— wherefore? — whence?— what new erenil 

Ptrii. [RtaJt.] ■ My heart *i too full 10 vent itfelfinwor4)> 
■ I know my conduft will be blam'd by alL 
' I will ao( varnifh it with vain exeufe, 
' I feiz'd ya«r Ihip i we have already paii'A 
• The bead-land of the bubour.* 
Olt ! thti tffnfnmmatTi all. 

E 
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Ari. Why doH (hen pauTe ? . . 

Proceed ; go on ; let me driak deep of horror. 

[Taiingt/u inter, auit^un to pnxeid,- tut con^tl. Sit r^Otnu 
(■/wPcrithou!.] 

' Ptril. [Kiadr.] We isye »!rtady pafi'd 
' The hcad'hotl of the harboi^r : " sunk in gi^f, 
•' Diftrailed with her fears, in wilij amazCj 

" Phsedra has join'd my Sight. . ' 

" Is Phsedra with him t 

" Jn. They embarlt'd together." 

/Iri. [Readt.] ' To Ariadne ■ . . . 

* Be cv'ry duly paid, each tender catVi 

* AfTuag'd her forrows ; Periapdet'a love 

* Will charm each fenfe, and leach her to forget ; 

* Perhaps in time, t4ben ev'ry blifi attends her, 

' To pardon Phaedra, and the wretched Thcfeus.' 
L Ph^ara -with him? 

Arc. Th^ embark' d legilhtr. , 

"Art. All just and righteous"— — {Aii./alli wt lit grmnJ. 

Pent. Ah ! flic aiius '. flu faints : 
Sting inftant help i aflift her, lend yoar ud. 

{Enttr altmJant Virgiq|. 
Oh ! wretched princefsl would the gods allow you 
To breathe your U ft, and never wake again 
To this bad world, 'tvVere happiicfs indeed \ 
She Birr, ftie moves j the blood returns again. 
But oh'l to make her feel the weight of wocj 
And fee the defoUtion that furrouptl* her. 

" Jri. Where have my fenfes naiidei'd ? Why aroand me 
•' Are you all fix'd, the fiatues of defpair ? 
" Oh ! I remember.^^ 0,561) earth, and hide me ; 
" In your cold cave* you never yet recelv'd ■ 
" A wretch betray'd, undone, and lost U, I am. 

" Ptrit." Afflifted mourner, raife thee from the earth. 
Thy woes indeed are great. * 

Ari. 0, fay— coulif you believe it? ■ [Asjhi ri/it. 

Phadra has joinM hit flight; flie too betrays me. 
She was my other felf j for ever dew ; 
D^ar as the drops thnt circled in my veins. 
But now, ah 1 now, to warm this heart no more. 
Perhaps even now the gaze* on his charms, 
Hangs on each accent, catches from thofe eyes 
The fweet enchantment ; " knows I flifd thef* tears j 
" Knows that 1 beat this breaft, and rend this hair, 
•* And tell my farrow* to thefe craggy cliffi. 
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" And ravrf an^ Ihriek, in m.idn-fj and defpalr." 
Haftc, fly, purfuethem, launch int.i ilie main. 
Arm all your {hips, bring (words, bring liquid fitr, 

■ ply, oyettakc them, whi^iti them in the deep, oh ! ■ 

[Falli iito Iht anas of her oUtndaati, 
" /Vi/. Attend herj virgins with your tend'reitdnty 

\Zxiunt knA&nv ^uUH ettiniiuiis. 

" Arf. If this be thy conlrwance 

*' terit. Charge me not 
" With a black deed that has undone my friend, 
" And to the lateft time mull brand his name. 
•' I feel for him ; I feel fnr Ariadne, ' 

''■ She now demandf our fyinpailiy and care. [ExetM. 

" ftit Siuli Stenf ep«ni ; tlie Harbour and the Sea ra view." 
Eoier-Ai-iMiSS wi/i Attendanii. ' 

" Art. Behold, look thcve, fee wh-re the vefTct bound*, 
" Oh,: horror, horror I how th; rapid prow 
" Glides throufih the waves! Will none purfue the tcaiior ? 

" \ft. Vir. Alas, my royal misrrers, 'tis in vain. 

" Mri. Turn, Thefcuj, turn { 'tis Arisdne call*. 
" Return barbari«n ! whither do j-ou fly ? 
" This way direflyour courfe : ftay, Phsedra, ftay. 
" See how they bound along the level main, 
" And cleave their ■*i3,'j ; and catch cack gale thai blows. 
" Inhuman treachery ! [Ltam »» her ailenJaati. 

" Peril. H«r grief exhaurts her ftrength, but fooo again 
" Defpair « ill roose her wi'.h redoahlediorce. 

" Jri. Heait-piercingfioht! And fee the traitor ftill 
" Purfuci his courfe.. Vpa' gliti'ring hoft of Aar* 
" Lend all their rays ; the elements combine ! 
" Ye wind), ye wives, ynu too are leagu'd againft me j 
" You join witS goilt, accomplieei in Sand ! 
" AllfaireaiThefe^isi all as PiixJra lalfc ; 
" Officioas aii to end this wretcned being. 
V Yaurviaory will foon tie gained : That pangi 
" Oh i this cold tremor — 'lia the hand of death 
M X hop9 ii is ; my grave is all I ask. 

\_Siu dawn on the funi a/a rati. 

Enter Pekianber, Pe»ithou(, and AacHo«. , 

. Peri^. Oh, dire event ! 

" Peril. See where the beauteou: 
t' Growi 10 [he rock, and ihinks herfelf 
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Periait. Rife, princerc, rife, and let ut bear yoa bcnca 
To your ow» palace, where the ftorni of grief 
Will Toon fubfide, and peace, and love, and joy, 
Revifit yoor fad heart- " ^hgUaihtrftr^^rd^* 

" Ari. No, never, never i 
" My eafy heart will be deceiv'd no more. 

" Pirian- For thee love ftill has new delighti in Kore, 
«' Whole years of blifs." 

^ri. Why do you fmile upon me ? ' 
I never ferv'd yoq ; never fav'd your life i 
Made you no promife ; why ftjould you deceive me J 

Periatt. May fweet oblivion of her patt aftliAioni 
$teal gently o'er her fgul- * Reftore her, he^v^n ! 

Mri. Have you a filler ;-i-She will break your heart. 

Btrian. I come to calm your griefs, and crown your dayi 
With love fincere, and everlasting iruth. 

" 4tT. All truth is fled ; long iince Ihe fled tlie earthy 
*' Tir'd ol her pilgrimage. Why, holy powert ! 
*' Why leave poor mortals crawling here below, 
"Where there'* no confidence, no truth, no^ith! 
'^ All nature moves by your eternal law ; 
'•■ Truth is the Jaw of man, and yet file's fled, 
•' I fee her there — there near the throne of Jove, 
" Her garment w^iie ai her own candid mind ; 
" She look) with pity on this vale of error, 
" And drops a Cear ; while falfehood in difguife, 
" With fpecions feeming, walks her deadly round, 
" And maflt'd in friendlhip, where Ihc fmiles, deftroys. 

'■ Perian. Let me coitdu^ you : trufl your friend*,'* 
. Ari. You look 
As if I might believe you : fo did Thefeus ; 

But where, where is he now ? • To Ariadne 

• Be every duty paid, each tender care!' 

Oh! artful man! Lopk there! I fee him ftill } 

I fee the fliip; it leffcns to my view. 

It teflens still ! and now, juit now it fadei! 

It fades away, it melts into the cloadi ! 

Scarce, fcarce percciv'd ! 'tis gone, 'tis loff. 

For ever, ever loft t is that the laft, 

Thelaft fad glimpfe i and mull I linger here? 

pie, Ariadne, die, and end your woes. , [Stalii htrfe^ 

Piriaa, Oh ! fatal ralhnefs ! quick, bring every help I 

Piriu Deep in her veiiii the poniard drinks her blood. 

Ari, 'Twas Thefeus* gift: his bell, his kindefl prefeot; 
At fuch I fheath'd it in my very bean. 
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'< Ptrian. H«r flutL'ring (aa\ it on cbe wiag to lur« bay 

" /Ir/. Elyfmmis.bcfore.mei 1« not TneTflij* 
** Parfae nfe thiiher ; in thofe resl^it ql' bliit 
" Let my departed fpirit know foqic reft. 
" Oh ! let me feel ingratiiode no more. 
*' KeepThefeu* here intliis abode of guilt ; 
" Thii 'world is hii j lii him r^iain withPhxdrai 
" Lethtm be bappy— no, iheTatci forbijic - 
" They will deceive each other," 

Ptrian, Ah ! that woimd. 
Poor, fift the ftream oMlft. 

■^ri. It gives no pain. - , . , ., 

It is the ftab fell .perfidy has given. 
That ranklea here. Oh! raile me, rat fe me a p. 
•' No, lei ms fee the light of heaven no more," 
Perithou), you behold /ourfciend'* Aploit! 
I ihankyou, Periander t you liave been 
Kind, good, and tender, M.ty fnmo worthier bride^ 
^dorn'd wiih all that virtue addt to bcaaty. 

Endear the joy* of life. Alas, I die ! 

No mother here with pious hand to dofe 
My faded f yei ; no father o'er my arfl 
To drop a tear, and fijothe my pen five (haje. 
" No i I deferve it ; 'I bclray'd (hem both. 

" The barh'roas man !- He ftabb'd me to the heart 1 

" And yet even then I knew bothall my wrongi." . 
Andyoutoo, Phasdra! ^Oh! {Dm. 

Peri^n. She's gone, and with her what a noble mind! 
What gen'rous virtues are there laid in ruin ! 

Ptrit. Thou injur'd innocence 1 opprefs'd with wrong*. 
And fore bdiM, there relb.thy laogniih'd head. 
OhH when the gcds beaWwon niortAl maiv 
That bloOm of beai)ty,, thofe exalted charms. 
By virtue dignified, ihey give the beft, 
The noblefl gift their bounty has in ftore : 
A gift to be efteem'd, ador'd by all ; 
To be protefted by the foldier's valour, 
^ot thus betray'd, abandon'd to defpair, 
. J^nd the keea pangs of ill requiteid lova, [ExttaH Omba. 
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WKITTEH BY t. f. fKM^LB. 
SpakcD by Mr.' Wiav^^TOXj 

WHENE'SR tht Pett, »« rdiring •viin, 
PnMmi bh purpau nt'er M wite again, 
^bi ibrtattn'd Tettm interpnti tie Had ■KWjf, 
And takti OS intertit in bii ntxt Uut flirf. . 

Nat that oar Bard hat flafdyaitfait om^ Iwtf 
Of pUadt tbit gttttrai candour far ixcuse j 
Hi darn tut trip -uiilh tht fallie itnii. 
Bit Ihinki lucb folly dn^mrigbt impudtnct% 
Brragbl, net admaHciag, since be thin efptari, 
Ta riik the luiU tven famt "ffirif 'years, 
■ He truiii duiinU indulgence jou 'li afford^ 
Hia he, hut Ariadne, breaii bit tmrd, 

Frcm ancient stcrtiive taie ear plat to-night, 
JomVen the mournful tale of Thaeui' flight ; 
tht time, that golden j£ra, lome relate. 
When tjual Minat ruPd tht Creieai state. 

Hail, haly ^age ! lube taught" st iicentioul mai^ 
Ta find bis freedom lubere the lams began i 
Whose fame in arms, redouiledfrem afar, 
Frem thiui o-wn sberei deier'd-tnvasivt rotary 
Whilst thy mild genius o'er a proifereus iile 
Ga've every good end every grace to smile ; 
'Till thine to all tly lubjeat •were at dear. 
As George's •virtatt to hit Britons here. 
' ' ' to ail tur ombtr bids mt butnhly hend. 
But deprecate no foe, and court no friend : 
.With graieful pridt be thinks of honors past. 
And hopes you 'II bid those vala'd boners lastt 
Freely leyeu be novi commends his cause-~ 
Should he deserve — -you 'II not taitbhold applautet 
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.. / tmt—to talk a lUtU afiir dtmh ; 
WktHtir'iBf'omtmsdieggtri, andaUthat, 
Kukingrroivti til liit a litilt chat. 

Hmu—fi lit lavii afEfihgue t^dota, 
AllfiimiU bt turn'd tsjtft, andflipfmntfirmn % • 
Audi, luithpBinti mefi mi/erahly viitty, 
ShttldfliTf thi numic, end lampiim th citj. 

Far etitr mativci hid me ntvi off far ', 
Fmr'clhcrfaitiiHints ArtftrtiggUtig hire : 
S eaiuli -vino ihii circle, fair and bright. 
And tkanijeufor each tear jtu'vc Jhed m-nig/tl j 
Tflf letO", that givei thi/ofl indiariiig graci j 
, Virtuit cpfmelicftr iht tmetieft fiut; 
Thatjbawi ike ftmtwrii in their genuine hat, 
Liit rejti hlupiing thnugk tht maming drai. 

Tt ueH,^i htaficd krdi tflhi crtdtiui, 

. Wha givejevr Ariadntijuck 'oexaiin ; 
iiiy t apfnachym, frtPff andmtyldar* , 
Afit vily jeu drnp T — and luhy that languid air f 
•Til Empathy in guilt; andThtfeud cafi 
With rifing Billet crimfint tv'ryfaii ; 
Cenfurt en fraud like his, yeu, ewK, wtafifaS: 
Tit -uidljau knov>—h* refrtfentijnt all. 

jtadjeljati'vtjitne excm/t ; ihtft inadijk dafi 
Ltnd a few tints t» iiamiPi alljmr 'aur/i , 



NGoDglf 



Wktnm OKAND SWEtPiTAKIi tt Nttuaiariit taUtt 
^nJFiya TO FovK each graomititthjcekiy ianulti 
What itautj thin can lurtyujrtm ike cturje, 
jimilliBf fi^jna'H Uvt itr atrrm t/MmjMir-iio*»ti 

Whin la ihi Ckh iht gaining tagi ivuiitt, , 
^ui fafcinating Faeo (lainli yaar nigkui. 
^ hi Uttdir ptf^en ikti intnuiti vo mtrt^ 
JaJfonTVHe ii theVauuijieu aderti 
But ii flu cenfiant T — Loft an h/t tn/uii, 
^nikmii, and mtrlgagei, altarniyi, ytvJii 
LwtlluHmaf viell hii fcfier rigku ftrlg», 
ZfTtai f^i light •mingi, and fy the Jctwt/inH^ 

But K»w thi timet « nolkrplta mofjittJi 
A Ifar iH'vitiiJui ; — arm, aiidtakithijiilj. 
Tht SoNi *r Pb*nce lixuldfainfuhverijtiirl^wti ' 
Ge firth the chamfitiu of your cauntry'i coujt. 
Bihildlht bright exaaifU of tht day, 
Gc— 'inhere ear RoVal Fmedekick Itadt tifuiOfi 
ie Athian't littrties fecHrefliaUfland, 
jiiidK.iva, andliOkui, and QotitiOHS guard the land. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTIK IT 

JOHN TAYLOR, ESQ^ 



Mr* HOLMAN. 

X IS held that Fkafure ruki tluK laitglung agej 
And Mirth has (o monopolized the Stage> 
Thdt [joor Melpomene in vain ma^r fwctl 
-With rending woe>, tuti dinfol ftoriei Mil, 
No drops of kindred grief refiftl^ Asrt, 
No fob refponfire (oothet her borflii^ heart. 
Her fportive Sifier reigns defpotic here. 
And if yc weep, Joy claims th* ecftatic tear. 
If fo, our Sard, alas t in liicklefs hour. 
Has ralhly try'd the fceiie's pathetic powV; 
Critics perchance will fcowl with fierce difdaiii; 
Or giddy Fashion mock the tender ftrain. 
But fure 'tis flander, BkifoNs still cjm fez&j 
Still judge our efforts with impartial zeal. 
Whether we frolic with the jocund Mufe, 
Or nobler drains of facred forrow chufe. 
Let hut Defert expand its dawning beam 
Or on the fprightly, or the mournful theme^ 
And firitilh fympathy fliall flill fupply 
Mirth's loudeft roar, or Pity's tend'reft figh ; 
Whether one fpark of true poetjc fire 

Has ttfuch'd our timid Poet's trembling lyre j 

B a Whether 
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Whether he faintljr gleata with borrowM r»yi. 
Or ihow at tim«sj perh3ps> a native blaze. 
From your auguft award muA foon appear^ 
Which he, alas ! awaits with hoding fear : 
Yet fare no harili decree we need prefage. 
From taunting fafhlon, ar from critic rage ; 
For Cnce his caufe by Englifiimeo is try'd, 
The fentence mull incline to Mercy's fide. 
And if the drooping MinArel of to-night 
Has flruck the melancholy chords aright; 
Iff while he fondly pours the plaintive line^ 
He aims to fadden only to refine; 
If, true to Nature, Nature mufi prevail. 
Each heart will foften with the melting tale; 
And own, as once the fage Enthufiafl * fung, 
Whofe moral Harp the raptur'd Mufei flrung^ 
*< The brc»defi mirth unfeeling Folly wears, 
« Lefs pleafing far than Virtue's very tears." 



• Pope 
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. 1 HE very flattering reception which this 
Dramatic Effay has met with from the. Pub- 
lic, calls forth the utmoft gratitude of the 
Author : To deferve a continuation of fuch 
honourable patronage ihall ever be his flrft 
ambition. 

Of the various excellence which diflm- 
guillied the Performers, he will not prefutne 
to fpeak; the gratifying applaufe they ob- 
tained, would render infignificant any praife 
he might have the vanity to offer. 

He is however truly fenfible of thetr 
friendly fuppprt* which makes the more 
forcible impreffion, when he confiders, that 
it was beftowcd upon him by perfons, whofe 
liberal minds, enlightened underftandings, 
and acknowledged private virtues, add the 
brighteft luftre to their profeflional abilities. 
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Dramatis PafooA 



tha GUZMAN (Thks of Alha) - 
Count LORENZO, 
Don FABIO (Father of Seraphioa) 
GARCIAS (Friend of Loretfu^ - 
GASPERO, - - - . - 
Servabt, - - - » - 



Mf. fxtitft: 
Mr. Holm A If.- 
Mr.' HarlkV; 
Mr. Day IBS. 
Mr* TiioHr»tf»; 
Mi-. EVAT. 



SERAPHINA (Dodicfe of Alba) - Mrs. Pope. 
ZORIANA, - - . . Mifs BRONto*. 



SCENE, Madric, and a/ttraiardi in the Ctuntffy 
Tuar tbt Sta, 
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LORENZO, 

A TRAGEOy. 



ACT I. 

SCENE, A HaU in the Duiie of Albs' 4 Palace, 
Enttr Serapuina dSi^ Guzman^ 



OUBDUE this filent languiftment, thefe teacs. 
Which vainly fifing t» your,oyc4*iM» 'faU 
Back on the he«rt, u wanting ^powV-ro flow. 
Does it become the 0uke ^ Ai\»'fi wife. 
Pale, and dejeaed, thro' the Court jrf Spain, 
To glide a with'ring phantom, and controul 
Each feilive fcene with fullen tnelancholjr i 

SERAPHLNA. 

Alas ! my lord ! the temper of (the ^tnd 
Cannot be changM ixy effoit, elfe.tite linile 

Should 
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8 LORENZO. 

Should dwell for ever on my cheek, this brow 
Should ftill be jocund as a vernal morn } 
But with afFeftions different, nature moulds 
Her pliant creatures. If in yon blue vault. 
She bids the early lark exulting ling. 
She alfo teaches tht poor nightingale 
Retired amongft the fhelter'd groves of eve. 
To trill the tones of forrow. 



But anfwer, Seraphina, did I not 

Raife you from fallen fortune, take your hand 

Amidft the defolation that weigh'd down 

Your father's former greainefs ? 'Tis to mc 

He owes his prclcnt proud profperity. 

And a kind monarch's uncondition'd favour ; 

Then (hall not gratitude at leaft repay ? — 

SERAPHINA. 

Whoe'er, tpy lord ! beftows his bounty, merely 
To purchafe gratitude, deferves it not j 
But noble minds receive their great reward, 
■When ihofe they benefit arc rcnder'd h^ppy^ 



Do not full coffers of Peruvian gold 
Wait your difpofal, and Golconda's gems 
Offer their luftre to adorn your charms ? 
And if you choofe, amidft the gorgeous fcenes 

Of 
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Of Spain's magnificence, to vaunt your fplendoufj 
Who fhall compare with Alba's lovely lady i 



SERAPHIHA. 



Your rank, your rich poffeflions, and high ftatc, 
Hcvtr allur'd my heart, nor can they^tf«it. 
A haplefs, tho' a rigid parent's fufFerings, 
To me were ftrong perfuafions, forcM me firft; 
fo liften to your vows, and then recrive— 



Myfelf and my advantages, I find. 

Were then to thee, but unimportant objefts, 

SERAPHIKA. 

O ! I had wilh'd to dedicate my days 

To pray'r and penitence ; the pealing choir 

Of hoiy maidens, and the convent's gloom. 

Had fuited well my foul, fo had I paid, 

"Without a pang, my debt of gratitude 

To heav'n, for having veil'd me froip the world. 



Nor is it gratitude alone I feek. 
But more, demand affeftion as my right ; 
Then do not thus difturb my doubtful heart. 
With wild difcourfe of ftrong pcrfuafions urg'd ;—» 
E'en at the facred altar you have fworn 
■ "^o yield to me your duty and your faith. 

C seraphina; 
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LORENZO. 



SGRAPMINA. 



To be the Duke of Alba's faithful w ifc, 
I fwore,and fuch lam, and Tuch will b-; 
O you have all my faith-, but for tfiy lovcy 
Did I not cell you at that folcmn hour. 
When, fpite of my reluftance and entreaties. 
You feiz'd your prey, did I not then declare. 
With trembling tongue, I had no love to give % 



Think yoH, I knew fo little of'your fe)f. 
To heed a timid maiden's fupplications. 
Not to enforce what moft (he furely wilhcs. 
You all accept the nuptial wreath, with look 
Of winning bafhfulnefs j but then, I deetn, 
'Tis eager palTion paitits the glowing cheek. 
And not the blulh of artlefs modefty. 

SEBAPHINA. 

Your thoughts indeed, and mine, cannot ^ccor^,- 

Butfenttmencs oppofmg, countera<!t 

That union which religion's laws have fandtion'd j 

Such is my language of fincerity ! 

I promife, therefore, Guzman ! much to honor. 

And to obey you truly — for the reft — 

Heiven pardon me, the Will mufte'er be free ', 



jNGoogIc 



LORENZO; 



This frank avowal of efiential failing. 

Shall not avail you. Madam! Nor will I, 

Your rightful lord^ content me with obidience. 

Prepare to conquer your too ftubborn purpofe. 

And learn to meet my wiflies with'affeftion. 

Or by yon orb that fires iheweftcrn fky, 

You foon, like his proud beams, fliall let in darknefi. 

SERAPHINA. 

O, whither Ihall I turn for peace or pity ? 



What, have I torn my laurels from the brov 
Of bleeding danger, in the thickeft fight. 
To have them blighted by a woman's frown j 
And fhall /, pradis'd in the fcemly arts 
Of polifli'd life, with cv'fy youthful grace 
To win attention from the courtly fairj 
Shall /, fubmilQve, meet your cold difdatn. 
And own myfeif unworthy to be lov'd ? 
Hither your father conies, let turn approve 
This bafe, injurious fcorn. 

Enter Fabio. 



From you, Don Fabio ! 
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E'en in your worft adverfity, I took 

Your daughter as my pledge of future friendfliip. 



It is moft true ; and gratefully remember'd. 

bUZMAN. 

I have perform'd my part, and now you ftand 
In the firft circle of our king's efteem ; 
But Ihe, for whom I coil'd to rcinftate you. 
And bade you triumph o'er a hoft of foes. 
Yes, Ihe with open candour, .boafta to hate roe, 

FABIO. 

Your words convert attention to amazement. 



t am> it feems, of an unpleafant afpeft. 
Of manners coarfe, and void of qualities 
To make imprelTion oh her nice difcernmcnt- 
Now let the mildew of opprobrious fiiamCy 
Wither my full-blown gtories, if I bear 
The foul reproach. 



Daughter ! I cannot brook 

This vile debafement of my friend, or fufier 

That it Ihould pais as proof of filial duty, 

SIRAPHINA^ 
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SERAFHINA, 



G, do not further irritate the Duke 

By wrong difcourfings ! Caft a pitying eye 

On your own child, your duteous Seraphina j 

And let the fuppofition of that woCj 

"Which fecda upon her heart-ftrings, intercede 

To foften your difplcafure.— 



A curfe upon the hour which gave thee birth. 
The meafure of my woes was not complete 
'Till that untoward time ^ I know thee, traitrels! 
Thou art more various than the Ihifting gale, 
Deceitful as tbt; furface of the deep ! 

SERAPHIKA. 

A father's mercy furely might conceal 
My errors, rather than thus magnify — 
But nature has no voice to plead for me ! 



Rouze up your flagging fpirir, let her find 
You can command } a hulband ne'er fhould figh 
Like the wan fuitor ;— laugh at her caprice ; 
*Tis but fome momentary rage, which hangs 
On her vain heart, fome fecret jealoufy 
Of bcsQt; more admir'd, or fenlc fuperior. 

ieraphiha; 
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SERAPHINA. 

Oi futhlefs expolicion ! cruel cenfurc 1 



E'en now with lefs humility than rarcafni. 
Her tongue explain'd 'twas for your fake alone* 
She conddccndcd to beftow her charms 
On one lb undeferving of the favour. 



Defpife the fallacy of female words. 

Which Emulate, and boaft conceptions foreign 

From the foul's meaning. When you camcto woo her'. 

You may remember hotv fhe feem'd to fhuh 

Ev'ry endearment ofFcr'd, and reprcls 

Your ardent hopes by frigid inattention. 



The recollection ftings me at this moment, 
And re-excitcs my then conceal'd vexatioo. 



No fooner had you left her, than her tongue 
Would tire itfelf difcourfing in your praife j 
As, '* what a gallant gentlemen he is, 
" So comely, and fo courteous, do you think 
*' I am his beft belov'd, fpeak, deareft father !'* 
And then, poor foul, (he'd weep, and then again 

Defcant 
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Defcant in honor of your mind and perfon. 
Till my cloy'd car was weary. 



Can it t>e ? 



SERAPHIK^, 



^h ! mock me not thus fatally, nor thui 
peceiye my Jord j bor with a true endeavour 
Expatiate on the trouble of that time. 
"When.firft the Diske aiTiil'd me with his fighs. 
And in proud prpfer'-nct diftinguiHi'd me j 
While you, with nu bcnig'i oSfervance paid ■ 
To my defpair, oidam'J I muft \x M*. 
Have I not wandpr'd from the fad abode. 
Which then gave ftielrer to our humbled ftatc, 
■^hen (tit fwiit ftream from Albarazin*s hills. 
Was driv'n by ftormy midnight to the plain. 
And there, in folitude; indulg'd my grief? 
Or when the fummer's Sun in the red Eaft, 
Qather'd his burning arrows, have you not 
Found me low leaning o'er the chryftal fource. 
Where infant Tagus from hisflowVy bed 
Leaps into life; have you not found me there. 
Freighting his early voyage with my tears I 
From you, the inmoft fecrcts of my heart 
Were nev^r yet conceal'd, and cznyou urge 
That ic was a Guzman I ador*d? 
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Ha! thea 
Some happier mortal, feme infidious knave! 
WitK oily tongue, and delicate demeanour. 
Had won the affe^on which I might not meric. 
For him you trod the dreary vale, and told 
Low-whifpet'd forrows to the fickly nioon. 
'Til well difclos'd— Your coldnefs I could brook* 
But that attetbtr (hould ufiirp my place, 
|n your Touf's wilhes, honeA pride difdains. 

IKRAPHINA. 

Be tranquilliz*^, my Lord, there is no otber^ 



Perchance the adventurous hero now affwre? 
To Guzman's wife, O fpeak it if he fliould. 
And tho' to fbun my furious indignation. 
He fly to central Pyrcnnean faves. 
And herd with wolves, e'en there my fword ftialj 
reach him. 

SBRAPHINA. 

Let not the teeming of an anxious brain. 
Produce undue fufpicion, for I fwear 
No man alive fhares Scraphina's love.— 
Then grant this laft indulgence, fuffer me 
In decent privacy, and calm retirement, 
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To pafs a life which is eftraog'd from joy, 
Which hope no more can Ratter ; fo will I 
Pour with unceafing fervour the pure pray'r 
Jpor endlefs blefiings on you. 

GUZMAN. 

Hereafter I'll confider the requctt;. 

lExit Seraphina. 

fABlO. 

And are we made, then, of fuch poor thaterials. 
That the mofl; noble natiires may be Ihaken 
From their confiftcnce, by each operation 
Of feminine pretext ? I've heard thee mentioned 
As Brm in council ; and wide-founding fame 
Has told of fpirited encounters, where 
Thy neighing courfer, mid th'embattlcd ranks. 
Bore a true hero, and thy reeking fword, 
■ Fell with a God*s difpleafurej but I find 
Thefe wtrc, alas I but vain and idle rumours | 
This hero, and this god, creatfid merely 
By the vile breath of unfubftantiat praifc.^ — . 
Shame, Ihamc, my Lord, be worthier of thyfelf I 



Be then my monitor, for the cool blood, 
Inveftigates the mode, and re£titude. 
That may bring 'vantage, while deceitf'ul pafllbiij 
Is but an Ignis-fatuus to the mind, 

D And 
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And with a blazing, defperate allurement. 
Leads us away far from our proper pathj 
To the unthoughc-^f, fatal precipice. 



Should you aSume a fportive gallantry, 

Lavifh encomium on fome other Fair, 

And breathe with tranfport a fictitious fondoefs: 

No more folicitous, if Seraphina ' 

Be adverfe or propitious ; fhould you meet her 

With exhibition of adopted- fcorn. 

She'd foon become as amorous as the dove. 

That with Unwearied wing purfues its mate. 



Shall I then pradife mean diffimuktion^ 
To win her Oow avowal of regard ? 
Perifli the rafli propofal — No, flie pray'd 
For folitude's feclufion, and I'll'grant it ; 
Then let her pine, and wonder ac my abfence j 
Yet, art thou fure in my furmife alone, 
Exifts her hatred ? 



On my life (Jie loves you •, but in childhood,. 
Her moft fincere defirings were difguis'd 
By wayward contradiflion, and her face, 
Shew'd like a mafk upon the true intent 
That ftruggled in hec bofom. 

CUZMAN. 
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On Almunecar's fliore I have a caftlc. 
Skirted ^ith forells circling to the Tea, 
Built in the Moori(h wars ; thither I'll fend her. 
There may flie languiih in the moonlight tower. 
And eye the midland main, and hear the furge 
Roll its loud difcord from the coaft of Afric. 
There may the count the tedious hours, and load 
The winding echoes with the name of Guzman, 
Who -Oiall be oft demanded ere he come. 



Thcpurpofe I approve, nor Ihall her trial 
Of perfeverance, aught difcountenance 
My penetration j the refuk of which, 
Will furely be her fpeedy wavering. 
And unconftrain'd difclofure of atFefticwi. 
I'll bear your pleafure to her, which fijall joia 
A fccret forrow to ^um'd content. 

CUZMAH. 

Then be it fo — but the time now (hould lead ui 
fo the throng'd court, with offrings of our duty. 

' FABIO. 

jMy lord I moft willingly I follow you. 

P t GtrzuAH. 
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Whcte the benignant royal Ferdinand, 
With fair incitement of exalted kindnefs, 
Expe^j and properly coqimaads our prefencc.' 

[£m/. Don Guzman, 

PA BIO. 

Nay now, my fpirit wretchedly fuftains 
Its infamy's concealment, and its care. 
Yet what is confcience ? All can feoff at it, 
For who that fits in judgment on himfelfj 
But gives aquit,tal of thofe very crimes, 
"Which others deem moft flagrant, for he plcad^ 
Some proper motive. Tome necelTity 
Invincible, which none befide confider. 
Yet, were it known, that folemnly I promts'd 
The Count Lorenzo Ihould efpoufe my daughter, 
'And that Ihe waftes her prime in hopelefs fighs 
For his imagin'd death, while in vile chains 
He languiflies, and toils thro' the dull day, 
At the Hern will of unrelenting Moors. 
Or ftiould itbc difclos'd that I've abus'd 
His letter's truft, my ruin were complete I 
But have I not difcover'd that his father 
Was my invct'rate fo?, anc^ fecretly 
The caufe of thofe indignities 1 fuffcr'd ? 
Then let the ftripling perifli in his bondage 
I will not combat with his dcftiny, 
Npr rcfcue iim to damn my future fame. [£jn(« 
End ef the firft /ili. 
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A C T II. 

SCENE, Jn Jparlmnt in Fabie^s Hmfe, 
SERAPHINA and FABIO, 

SERAPHINA. 

Assure him alio. 

That this his moft indulgent tendernefs 

Has charm'd me much, and in my true regard, 

pives him molt potently pre-eminence. 



Then for your thought ufe fuch appliances 
As may engender ftrong afFe£tion tow'rds him : 
"What boots it that a tenant of the tomb 
Should occupy your heart ?— 

SER.APH1NA. 

I^peak not» my father 1 with this levity. 
Of fuch as moulder in the grave I there artt 

Who 
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"Who tho* they never more can love th« living. 
May yet adore the dead.— 



The fleeteft mules await to bear you hence. 

And lend your chariot fpecd to match your ^vtHies. 

Soon will I vifit your lone habitation. 

In truft to find thefe wrong defigns fubdu'd, 

SERAPHINA. 

Moft willingly I leave the fplendid nothings 
Of life's exaltment: what is bufy greatnefs. 
The pageantry of pride, or wild ambition ? 
They are the airy offspring of deceit! 
But 'tis'thc faithful intereft of the bofop). 
The dear attachment, the tranfcendent foncJnefs, 
Which raife us far above each felfifli meaning, 
And make exiftence rapture. — Oh ! from me 
All profpeft of delight is gone for ever — 
In the abode I feek, my mind ftiall fettle • 
To the compofure of confiffcnt grief-, , 
And when, each day, with duteous reverence, 
I (hall have paid my vows to heav'n for Alba, 
I'll Ileal one fecret moment, to deplore 
The youth I've loft, and weep for my Lorenzo. 
Farewel, commend me to the Duke, Farewel. 

FABTO. 

My proper wilhes blefs you ! — 

(^Exit Serapbin*, 
Her 
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Her prefence only tends to irritate 
The haughty Guzman^ and induce his hate 
Of me, and of hcrfelf, but this divifion 
Will, by an eHicacious prudence, lead 
To more content hereafter. 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

My lord ! there is a ftrangcr aflcs admiflion." 

FABIO. 

Bid hin:\ enter — ■ 

'\Exit Servant, 

Enter Garcias. . 

GARCIAS. 

The nobleman I feek rs called Don Fabio. 

FABIO. 

You fee him here, Sir!— 



My lord ! I profi«r tidings, which Ihall yield you 
A lading joy (or much my mind deludes me) ; 
And which, perhaps, will l-ender him who fpeak» 

them 
Welcome, however otberwife unworthy. 
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This introduftton truly feems Co flatter 

My lift'ning fcnfe, I pray you then proceed. 



From fierce allailments in the proof of honor. 
And nutn'rous perils of the grappling galley. 
From fea dilafters, the imperious taunts 
Of petty defpots* and abhorred chanis, 
Return'd in fafecy. Count Lorenzo greets yot^ 
By mc his mcflenger.^^ 

FAB 10. 

Ha ! The Count Lorenzo I fiud you, rttunfdt 
Here to Madrid i it cannot be, how has he 
Efcap'd from llavery ?— — 

GARCIAS. 

Were you inform'd then of his wretched fate ? 

FABIO. 

O no ! I varied many pow'rfril means 

To gain intelligence, convers'd with travellers* 

Promoted wide enquiry, faw fuch merchants 

As had an intercourfe with diftant ilates. 

But all in vain. — Yet once I heard it mention'd 

That he was dead, which funk mc deep in forrow. 

And now with unfeign'd grief 1 execrate (4^de* 

His too aflur'd exiftence. 

OAR.CIAS. 
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Methiaks ytn feetn to be much agitated 

By my difclofurc, as tho* rtt*«m» had brou^ 

No ezquifite delight.—— 



You do my nature wrong •, but the Rrfl: news 

"With {q precipitate a pleafure met me, 

That it overcame my reafon, and my tongue 

"Wander'd without its guide. O blifsful hearing I 

O joy unparallel*d ! I fliall behold 

i\gain the valued youth, the Lord Lorenzo ! 



If I pollefs difcernmeot, this Don Fabio 

Is but a hollow, and a bafe diflembler. (Afiie. 



"Where may I find bim fooneft, for my fool 
With true afFeftion longs to welcome him ? 
And I have many ftorics of import 
To vent upon his ear. O wond'rous rapture! 
That he (bould ftill be living ! 



To the much honour'd lady, Zoriana, 

He now pout? forth his thanks, for (he ii was 

Who aac'd his deftiny, and then releai'd him 

E By 
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By quick-remitted ranfom} hence, 'tis pkta 
In all Madrid the was his trueft friend. 
If you Ihou'd wifli Co hold difcourfe with hinii 
Prefcnt occafion ofiers at her palace ^] 
But having claimed too much of your attention, 
1 cake my leave : — Detefted hypocrite ! {4fi'^') 
Exit Gercias. 



May peftilence alTail him, and defptir 
For ever be his miferable portion I— 
Yet words are the fit folace of an ideot % 
'Wile men Ihould plan and execute.— I'U feck him. 
And by impredions appofite, controul 
His mind's mifgivings Ihould they work againft me* 
Yes, I'll exhibit fome well colour'd tale 
That fhall deceive his vifion, for too far 
Am I advanc'd in action to retreat t 
Then Ihall arduous cunning and exploit, 
AHurt him to my coils, and there confound. ' 

ExifFaih. 

SCENE, /» Zoriana's Palace, 
Enter Zokiana dffi Lorenzo. 



Dwell then on ev'ry circumftanoc c^.forrow, - 
Be eloquent in defcription of your fuITringa j' 

Till 
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Till from the fad extent of fjnnpathy, 
Refulting from the pafty my c^r thought 
Turn to the prefent with unbounded joy. 
Lorenzo ! to behold you here, reftor'd 
From horrible captivity, and from 
The doubtful confequence of daily war. 
Sheds fuch dear confolation o'er my bofom. 
That all its wounds are heai'd. — 



You may itmeniber, 'twas the king's good plea- 

furr, 
I Ihould approve myfelf an aftive warrior, 
Worthy of this diftinguifli'd badge he gave me. 
And which before had grac'd my father's breaft. 
For this I join'd me to the royal gallies. 
Sent ft^rth to clear the neighb'ring Spiaoilh feat 
Of lawlefs pirates and infuiting Turks.. 
But 'twere a tedious hift'ry to recount — 
Suffice it, that our purpofc was obtain'd, — 
It chanc'd, however, as homeward we return'd. 
One fummer's eve, our carclefs vel^ flept 
On the blue furface (^ a tranquil main, 
While mariners and (laves, alike repos'd 
In the trtild radiance of the fetting fun. 
As thus in falfe lecurity we lay. 
Three Moorifh boats ftole from a treach'rous creek. 
And wrap'd our. bark in flames. 

E a ZORI^HA. 

n,gN..(jNGoogle 
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O wretched tnoment! 

How my heart labours at <hc dnad n<axa.l t 



In vainve ftrove, the fufious taxings reach'd 
Our maft's high head, and alt was fure dellruSlkHr^ 
When Garcias, a brave Spaniard^ for wHofe friend* 

ihip 
{ long had bi^n cftectn, pking*4 m ^dttpi 
And cry'd, *' Lorenzo, follow" — I obey*3 i 
But we wctv fitia'd while ftruggling withibe waves^ 
And carried off to Qavery. - - — 

My £mcy ever would conceive your ftation. 
And add todiftance cruelleft difinsy; : 
But if reluSsnt llunibor fealM my li^^ ' 
Then abfencc was no more, my foul ecnbrac'-d-yeo-. 
How have I thought to fold you in my arHiS'* ' 
And Ibelcer yoa from death, hov have futdu^d 
Th' imagin'd tempeft thai portended ruin !' 
Throughouc the night 1 was your guardian fpirit^ 
And all the day itnpl<»'d proto^iion for ymt. 

LOKXNZD. 

Kind, generous Zoriana !■ let me thus 
Upon my Icnees offer acknowl^gment i 

■ - Sinc« 
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Since but For thee my future, life had pafs'd 
In hopclcfs chains ; — may every blifs be thine ! 



Too long I vmij fearch'd ibr the repeat 
Of thy endurings, till, by chance a youth 
Who came from Tunis, bong queftton'd biy.ine. 
Spoke of thy injuries which he oft had witnefs'd } 
And fhew'd my mind the picture of thy ftaie. 
But if my wafted ud obtain'd thy freedoQir ■ 
O do not deem it was to thee a Idodnefs, 
'Twas to procure my ownfeRcity. 



Ages of gratitude could not requite 
Such true beneficence i — yet let me prove 
This heart's devotion by ibmc loyal fervice. 



The foftVtt^brceac that on its |»nbn bear& 
Salubrious dew to cheer the fainting roie. 
Has, for its recompence^ the 3awVs revival;:. 
So I receive from thy content, Lorenzo ! 
A moft divine reward. — But doft thou know. 
That, on the fuppofition of thy death. 
Thy chief inheritance has been difpera'd 
*Mong(t various claimants ? 



jNGoot^lc 



50 Lorenzo. 



Why, then, be it fb } 

Tho' I were left in penury, and conlign'd - 
To ilrugg^ with the world's worft coniumcly) 
Yet could I ne'er account myfelf as poor 
While I had lov^ and honour, and my fword. 



Exalted youth ! 



How Oiall I now reftore thee 
My Fanfom's price f 



Have I not wealth fufficient ? 
And fpeak'ft thou thus to me ? yet if thou feel'ft 
Proud irritation to difcharge the debt,— 
Are there not means more delicate and dear, . 
More flatt'ring to repay a femak f ondnefi* 
Tbaniccribution of vile ore ? 



There aiel 



Tliy look of fond complacency, thy fmile 



Of 
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Oftender greeting, would by roe be valued 
Beyood the richcft ireafurea of the world. 



Nay fpeak not of h, gentle Zoriana! 

For ere thefe eyes firft view'd thy radiant dMnm» 

Or my liiindmus'd on thy extenfive virtues, 

I was a zealous and true worfliippcr 

Of Senphina*s bright divinity. 



Atid art thou Itill fo faithful, can'ft thou triumph. 
With pcrfevering love, over negledt 
And frail forgetfulnefs : fay can'ft thou ftill 
Adore inconftancy, and heave deep Cghi 
To gratify a rival ? 



pitying lady ! 

Wound me not thus with dark inlinuatton. 

Nor wrong my Seraphina % — worlds may vanifli» . 

And planets quit their courfes, but her faith. 

Shall, like the fun with pure unwearied luftre. 

For ever glow the lame. 



Know then, Ihe*s falfe 1 

And that, fcduc'd by amorous ambition. 

She has efpous'd another. 
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May this be ? 

O wherefore did I quit my galling chains ? 

More bled were ic to beftr dpprobrioua (lripes« 

And linger out my ycirs in loathfonw duogpoas. 

With the dear Iblace to fuppofe her true. 

Than loaded with riits earth's profpoity. 

To meet the demonftiationof her guilt. 



And h it dins you can reward her bafenefs, 
With fuch emodons of diftraded fondP^s, 
As, to excite, would yield me richer r^are 
Than hcav'n img^ c«r promifc ?— - 



If in thy utterance have been deceit. 
Or even fportivenefs, I will abhor thee. • 
Not all thy mercies (ball henceforth avail 
To counterad mjr hate, O Zoriina 1 

Enter Fabio. 



Pardon this ftrange intrufion, noble lady I 
But Count Lorenzo's prelence (hall excufe 
The n^ligence of forms, for my dcfire ' 
Is with an early and appropriate zeal. 
To oBcr him my joyful gratulntion. - 
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My Lord I your coming with fo fair a purpofe^ 
Needs no apology. 

lORENZo to Fahio, 

Is flie tlien wedded ? 
For ever loft to me, for whom I bwci 
With patieace (which I tboughc flie fliigkt ap- 
prove) 
Each trying injury and fierce ;^idion t 
*Twixt whom and me the holieft vows bad pa(t*d % 
Is ihe perfidioas ? 



Women oft are frail. 

And few may boaft: confillency. 



•Tis wroo^ 

My Lord ! my Lordl fhe was above all fulurc. 
The cotintlefs virtues which adorn'd her mind* 
Added fuch power to perfe£k loveliners. 
That none could deem her capable of error. 



Compofe thy troubled fpirir, chafe away 
From recoUeftion, that afflictive worth. 
Which, tho* fo fplendid,. wa> bat tranlkory.'— 

F And 
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And let one woman's conftancy fubdue 
The mcm'ry of another's want of truth. 



In vain I urg*d your fuit, in'vain I pleaded 
That yod might yet return, ment'ion'd your merits. 
Your noble birth, your youth's advantages. 
And all the promifing profpcAs of your (late ; 
But the had torn your image from her thought. 
And was fo vilely difinclin'd to hear me. 
That I at kngth was mute. — 



Be not fo fparing of the horrid floty. 
Speak out, for I can bear it, can enjoy it. 



Her wayward heart was fuddenly cnflav'd 
By the gay glories of exalted ftation. 
And more, perhaps, from vanity than love. 
She gave her hand to — 

' " LORENZO. 

Pray you, do not name him ! 

To think that he cxifts, abforbs my reafon j 

To know iiim, it were Hell. 



ZORIANA. 

Tranfcendent youth 1 



Controul 
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Coneroul this biceeriage t O cum thine eyes 
From the wild beach, where ocean and the ftorm. 
Shake nature with contention ; turn and view 
A tranquil feafon, milder fcenes difplay : 
Tes, Ihun the dangerous temped of thy thoughts. 
To caft one look on tendereft afic£tioa. 
On bCTf who will, to thy more certain joy> 
Supply the place of evanefcent fondnels. 
With an invincible, immortal love. 



The wifilom of.lhis council claims refpeft. 
And if thou doubt of Seraphina's falfchood, 
Alcho* with anguilh andreoiorre I fpeak it, 
' Know, that thy letter was, by fatal hazard, 
Conlign'd to her — then buried in concealment- 
Till, late in hour of pleafure, fhe difclos'd 
To me its fid contents — but much flie fmil'd 
At thy diftrefles, and profefs*d fhe ne*er 
Could, to her arms, have ta'en a wretched flave. 
By fetters wrung, and fmariing with his blows. 
For verity of this, I've proof fubftantial. 

LORiNZO io Zoriana. 

The conflift's o'er j— then, if thou wilt receive 
My profFcr'd hand, and a too fhatter'd heart. 
Be this our hour of union. 

ZORIANA. 

O Lorenzo I 

Fa 1 fcarcelf 
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I fcareety dare— bot can'ft thou then cnie 
The deep tmpreOioii of a former paffioa. 
From the retentive ublet of thy mind^ 
And grant me al! thy love i 



In truth I can. 

^hcn next, my Lord ! you chance to fee your 
daughter, {Ta Fahio* 

I do entreat you, tell her I am happy ; 
That hearing of her bafenefs nothing moT*d me ; 
That, when Ihe yields her beauties to the grafp 
Of her damn'd hufband, when her eager ki^ 
Fire his cold blood, Qie may not be fo bteft* 
As to fuppofe the heUilh certainty 
Of fuch abhorr*d embraces, gives a pang 
To the difdainful andcompos'd L>orenza 
Tell her you faw me rapc*rou(ly eaSfM 

(Efiihracing Zoriana. 
ThematchlcfsZoriana-,— and then fay, (SfeaiingUw 
That on the furface of this hated globe', to Fabto, 
Of all who agonize, and curfc cxiftence, . 
J am the moA complete and hopele^ wretch. 

{ExeiMt* 



End of tit Snend A6. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, RaU in tbeVulecfMa*! Palace, 

Mmttr GUSMAN mJ OASPEAQ, 



I 3 1 D ihe not murmur, or in aught betray 
ReluAaoc^ at departure ? 



kathcr, my Lord I 

With eageroeis ihe undertook the journey. 



There is a fcorn and ftrangcnefs in her 'haviour. 
Which tends, methinks, too deeply to debafe mej 
I'll not endure it, for it bodes difgrace — 
Some fentimental boy, feme fort complainer. 
With fighs, cxpreffing fenfibillties. 
Has caught her in the trammels of romance. 
Come hither, Gafpero ! a word with you. 
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OASPERO. 

I but attend your pleafure,— — 



Let me appoint you fteward of the caftle 
Where Scraphina is difpos'd, there reap 
Advantage from the profitable office t 
But my firft mandate is, that you obfcrvc 
Her ev'ry aftibn clofely, and inform me. 
If any dcfp'rate minion of the moon. 
Or whining Diepherd, artfully approach 
Her facred haunts of folitude and peace. 



In truth, my Lord ! your fltghceft difpofinon 
Enfures my earneft will, and faithful fervice. 



Then, be there no delay, but prove thyfelf 
A fwift and excellent Commiflioner. 
The circumftances will reward attention : 
So, with a piercing and conliderate eye^ 
Read all that pafles. Should I have a rival ! 
You wear a fword to vindicate my wrongs ! 



Moft readily your wifli fliall be obey'd 

[Exit Ga/pere. 

CUZHAK. 
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The Lftjy Zonana's fuddeo marriage 
With this young Count, is prominent of danger* 
That fhould demand refledtton — for her wealth. 
And courtly influence may generate, ; 
And probably give birth to new ambitiont 
While I may l{rfe that plenitude of pow'r. 
For which I've ycl> found no competitor. : 
'Twere well, however, to beftow on him 
Such falutaCion as th'occafion claims. 
Since, from the interview, I may difcover 
His nattvat:^r$^nlities, and learn. 
Or to dcfpife, or court his future friendfliip. 

[Exit Guzmw, 

SCENE, Zoriana's Falact, 

Enter LoRBHzo and Garcias. 



O Garcias! Kindly grant me thy inftruftlon, 

How to eradicate from memory. 

The worth and lovelinefs of Scraphina. 

But on my heart her femblance is engrav'd. 

And there (he looks reproach, and with fuch tears 

As might become an angel, faintly bids me 

Enjoy the new felicity of marriage. 

Alas I I'm funk e'en to the loweft ebb 

Of vile contrition, for thefe tips which fwore 

£tern;d 
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Eternal fealty to the world's cElef glorj. 

Have now to Zoriana, at the altar. 

But a Ihort momenc lince, proclaini'd a fiU ft bood. 



lYhy fhould you trouble your ofiencek&fiHrit, 
By fuch unprt^table meditation? 
The lady you've efpous'd is nccelleet. 
Of rareft beauty, of benign difcretioii, 
Of a moft pnncely ItnC} and then Ihe lovei you 
'Wiih the pure wcnihip of a tranced (aint ; 
While Seraphina 1 whom your foul had cfaeriflk'dt 
Frov'd falfe, and carelefs left you 10 your fate. 



Perhaps they're done her wrong," have bafcly fullied 

Her purity, by the foul breath of dander. 

Would the calm hour were come, wheo in the tomb, 

I might efcape this intellefhial coofliA I 

At times I more than doubt Don Fabio's honour ! 

GARCIA3. 

Nor do I think that then your judgment errt. 



There's nothing but dt%uile, fevere injuftice. 
And' ftrange duplicity upon this earth ; 
The Ign'rant fhew folemnity of wifilom. 
The jron-bearted Rich poetend to charity. 

Cowards 
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Cowards exulc like heroes, rothlefs Tyrants 
Boaft of their mercy, while hard Plunderers* 
And infamous Opprefibrs of the Poor, 
Weep at a Sparrow's falling.—— 



Alas ! there's verity in thefe eonoeptioDS, 
Which fcem to overcome you. 



TheSeducer, 

With mild approaches woos the artlcTs tnaidi 
He lives but to procure her happinefs. 
His proteftations have the force of truth> 
And he appears what IFemaH fliould adore} 
But having triumph'd o'er her innocence. 
And robb'd her of tranquillity and fame. 
He then can deem humanity deceit ; 
Can fcorn to hide hiis bafenefs-, can avow 
His worft intentions -, and, without a blufli, 
Cpnlign her to the rendings of defpair. 



|k more coniposM ! 

Po not the mean too often 
Rife to di(ltn£tions by fervility, 
Xhen lord it o'er the virtuous } We fhould mark . 
@ How 
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How he that ts exalted biars fucceft. 
To judge bow he tUftrves it. 

GARCIAS. 

Nay, no more I 



Perhaps I've been deluded! 

And Senphina, in her virgin ftate, 

Sdll mourns for loft Lorenzo ; but if fo. 

Now chat this defp'rate marriage has controuh} tHi^ 

I do befecch thee Gsrcias! to bavepity, 

Let thy benignant fword pierce mj fcorch'd bofom. 

And fct my fpirit free. 

CAKCIAS. 

O ceafe thcfii ravings ! 

LORSN^O. 

Know you his horrid name who wedded her i 
But hold, here's One of dignity approaches— r; 

OiVKCJASy 

Permit me to retire awhile ! [£nV Gd^^^tt 

LOREKZO. 

Now muft I, 

!py difBcutt malf ry of myfelf, conceal 

Thefe pai^, and vritfa the fcipbUncs t^ content. 
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Enter Guzuani 

PUZUAN. 

Suffer the lelf-prefenting Duke of Alba, 
To honor Zoriana's Chofen Lord, 
As a new relative — the happ/ union, 
ComnnuDicatea to me a proper portion 
Of your joint bliis. 

tOREN^O. 

TUs condefcending kindnefs. 
Makes me ftiU more r^;ret that hitherto 
I've only known your Grace's excellence 
From popular report, and Fame's applaufe. 



if in the treafure of this tranfient life 
There may be found one jewel of true value* 
It is connutnal joy. 

LOaENZO. 

The fentiment 

So gladly urg'd, my Lord ! denotes Conviction; 



Could Che pofleflion of fuch petfcft beauty 
^s never yet was «iual?d, heighten'd by 
The moft exalted fenfe, make marriage dear, . 
I were « hufband fortunate indeed*— 

G 3 LORINZ*.' 
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LOREHZO. 

I'd fain pay homage to your Lady's merit 
6uzUah. 

But fhcy I know not why, prefers retirement 
Upon the coaft, where IVe ao ancient maafiooi 

To the luxurious pleafures of Madrid' 
In that retreat flie now confumes her time. 
And finds 'mongft meads and rivulets, more Iblacc 
Than fplendid Courts could e*er beAow on her i 
O! this her difpofition troubles mc! 



Yet fuch propenfities accompany 
Kefin'd fenfatton, and denote more feeling 
Than gayer natures prove—— 



Ere you went heftce, by martial enterprize 
To gain renown, petchance you may have fecA 
Don Fabio's lovely daughter, Seraphina. 



O fpare me, fpare rtie, HeaV'n! — fuppofe I have, 
Siippofe fhe is ibe idol of my foul, 
And chat I now, and ever fliall adore her, 
Witk bigotry of love, what of it, Sir i 

GUZMAN. 
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Whoever (ays that he prcfumes K> love 
The wife of Guzman, is a daring boaftefi 
Or a d^raded madman^— 



If Seraphina be thy wife» I fwear it j 

If (he were wedded to a God, I'd fwear it j 

If fifty thoufand Guzmans were in arms. 

Pointing their dallard fwords at my bare breaft. 

To murder me for utt'rance, yet Td fwear it. 

Have you not heard, proud Duke ! that I, Lorenzo^ 

Am her own promlfed lord, and knew you not 

That it was bafe, and cowardly, and mean. 

To wring her cold aflent, to be fo curs'd 

As thou hall made her ? for, inhuman fpoiler I 

Her beatt was mine alone. 



Go to the lady 

Who has but juft received thy nuptial vows. 
And boaft to her, how fond, and how fmccre. 
Thou art } ihe cannot fail to fympathize 
With the foft forrow ■, — 'tis enough for me 
To have difcover'd the long-hidden caufe 
.Of Seraphina's cotdncfs and difdain: 
Her vile reluftance on the day of marriage. 
Her fequcnt fighs, and mournings, all are due, 

Infuhing 
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Infulting Youth! to thy fuperior meric 

*Twa$ then for tbee^ I find, lh£ pray'd to leave Oid 



Did ihe then wed thee with defpalr, and pour 

Her heavenly tears for me \ and does Ihe fhun 

The halls of pleaTure, and the gorgeous throng 

Of the Efcurial, to bewail my fate 

In lonely feats, and melancholy bowVs i ■ 

Bleft be the Moon which hears her nightly moui f 

And bleft the Echo that repeats her grief I 

Be iacred ev*ry fiow'r whofe frefh perfume 

Is wafted co her fenfe 1— I*m faiisfied ! 

I afk no niore, her foul has ftill been true< 

GVZMAN. 

Prepare to do me juftice with thy fword ( 

LORENZO. 

Away, away, thou haft already kill'd mei 
Like a malevolent and dark affaflin* 
' Planted, unfeen, a mortal dagger here< 



Low fubterfuge of terror, poor evafiont 
They ftain thy manhood. 



Think'ft thou, threatening Dukel 



My; 
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My life of honor (ball at laft be loft 
Upon thy fword ? In truth I mean to die> 
3ut not to fwell thy triumph. 



Wretched mail I 
I fcorn thee. 

LORENZO. 

Thou haft robb'd me of all hope. 
Haft funk mc to extremeft mifery, 
flaft drawn, as 'twere, a mantle o'er the Sun, 
To Ihroud his noontide glories Irom my fight i 
Haft render'd Nature to thefe eyes a corfe 
Of defolate' appearance; yet thou deem'ft 
That I (hould heed an infult, and be rous'd 
By ttbat tfaou call'ft thy fcwn. 



Then uke my pity. 

Since thou can'ft own th' extent of injury^ 

"yet want the fpirit to avenge thyfelf. 



^e this thy anfwer! (Draws huJieorJ. 

GUZMAN. 

I^ i? fairly fppken. 

(P>eyM^tt IJVettxo £farms Guzman. 

LORENZO. 
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Then take thy weapon, 

(^Returns Guzman htsfivard. 
For this roof proteflg thcc. 
Yet know, I'll fee the Angel, whom thou dar'ft 
Penominate thy wife, but with fuch right. 
As the vile robber calls the gold hU Own, 
Which he has bafely ftolen. 

pUZMfH, 

Thou never (halt I 



Fill ev'ry avenue with armed troops, 

Surround her with more dangers than e>r guarded 

The prize of Jafon, yet will I approach her j 

But having once more gaz'd upon her face, 

And once more heard her voice, once more em-* 

brac'd her 
With the chafte fanftity of heavenly love. 
Then, Quzman ! I'll defy thy utmoft malice. 



There may be r^fhnels in thefe gallant boaftings, 
[£»/ GuxmstK 

LtlRZKZO, 

He thought I dreaded 

Th« 
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The diflblution of this fev'rilh mafs ! 
Come* griHr King, accept my fervent vovs. 
Peatfa! thou'rt to me no tyrant^ but a friend! 

Pnter Fabio. 

FABTO. 

'Twcre well that Zoriana be induced 

(_Not feeing Lortnzo. 
To wd the purpofe, and prevent difclofure. 
Of my preceding modves. 

loreh;^( 
Is it thou ? 

I have a AirewM fufpicion that thy heart 
{s black and ranc'raus at the core. . 

FABIO, 

yrhat wcan'ft thou f 

LORENZO. 

I do believe thou art a perreft traitor; 
^d now with reverence I call to mind 
My father's admonition^ when he faid, 
*¥ Lorenzo 1 thro' thy life fhun cautioufly 
All intercourfe with Fabio, for I know him, 
Unprincipled, remorfelefs, and a villain," 



Thy father was an abjeft— 
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LOKCNZO. 

Peace, traducer I 

Left, lofing my refpeft for thore white haira. 
And due regard for Seraphina's parent, 
I ftrike thee to the earth. 

FABtO. 

This is mcrephrenzy. 

My Lord ! my prefcnt bufinefs is to ferye theo. 



But I vill trace thy plottings and deceit ; 
"Will bring thy dcfpertte intrigues to light. 
Make thee abhorr'd by fuch as valOe virtue. 
And bold cbee Mp to fcorn and public juftice. 

FABIO. 

Thou art indeed difturb'd — fofare thee well. 
Yet thy repentant thanks fhall greet fne foon. 
His indignation is airake — no time (yffidf* 

Is to be loft, fuch infults too, demand 
A dire return, and ratify my hatred- 
Then what vas poUf;y, Ihall now be vei^eance. 

Exit Fabia, 

k LOREKZO* 

The look was big with men^e, and the tongue 
Mutter'd internal imprecations — Ha ! 
AVhat hideous phantom hither comes to ftirink me 9 
f Tis ^he fell fiend of darki:ief^ and difmay. 
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Eater Zcriana, 

Avvaat] nor fliake thy fcorpion trefles here. 
Back to thy dread abode ! — thou'ft done thy duty, 
^nd I am curs*d enough. 

ZORIANA 

My Lord ! what bodes 

This terrible difcourfe, this burfting horror ? 

O tell me of thine anguifh, and the caufe. 

Which Blls thofe eyes with fuch myfterious meaning i 

Changes the crimfon luftre of thy cheek. 

To livid palenefs, and which (hakes thy frame 

Thus potently, for I have fpells of love. 

So fweetly falutary, they fliall cure 

Thy mental malady.' 

LORENZO. 

Seek the dark heath, 

"Where never herbage fprang, or leaf unfolded % 

But baleful meteors glide, and fpcftres glare : 

There conjure up thy magical aflbciatea 

To weave the web of diflblute controul j 

There let the necromantic cauldron boil i 

Sorc'refs ! I now am far beyond thy powV. 

ZORIANA. 

O exquiHce affliftion I O Lorenzo ! 

Have I deferv'd this of you i I, who wept 

To think it |>oflible thou mighc'ft be wretched i 

Ha m* 
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■Who fought thee in thy trouble ?— change thine 

afpeft, 
Thy frowiiings petrify my very foul. 



Attempt to flop the eagle in its courfe 
By words, or bid the wintry tcmpcft fleep s 
But never hope to check th' impetuous tide 
Ofovcrflowing grief that drowns my botbm; 
Thou'ft cruelly deceiv'd me, by vile hints 
Sullied an angel's whitenefs, haft feduc'd mc 
To thy deteftcd arms by (hamelefs wiles j 
Duped me, alas ! to be thy hu(band — wherefore-^ 
I claim my juft prerogative to curfe thee. 
For ever now I quit thy hated prefcnce. 
To find my Seraphina, to pour forth 
One faithful tear^ and perifh at her feet. 

[Exit Lerenze, 

ZORIAKA. 

Where am I, whither fliall I fly for hopCi 
Who now diall aid me, when my bofom's I*ord 
Thus cafts me from him ? But I will not weep. 
Nor rend my hair, nor utter fruitlefs groans 
To the difperfing winds f nor invocate 
The hov'ring demons of the night to ftrike mc 
With prodigal revenge : I'll make it tranfport 
To fuffcr nobly, will encounter fate 
With a proud eagernefs, and lure my folaee 
From the fubUme perfection of dcfpaJr. [jE*//, 

End of the Third Mi. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE, ^ Grove— The Caftle hehmpng to the 
Duke of AhiA in the back Ground, andtbe Sea at a 
dijianie — Moonligbt — a Sepulchral Urn en one Side, 
t^on which Seraphina is difcovered leaning* 



w. 



HITHER is flown thy fpirit, lov'd Lorenzo! 
What are its dear delight; ; thinks it of me. 
As thus I mourn in the fequefler*d grove ? 
Perchance 'tis wafted by the zephyr's wing. 
That fans my burning bofom ; or it floats 
Amid thefe chryltal beamings of the moon> 
To decorate the fcene with filver glory. 
Ah ! 'twas thy Toothing voice, which ftole but nov 
From yon lone cyprefs in the plaintive ibng 
Of Sorrow's fav'rite birdj for each fad fwell 
Had fuch a hcav'nly and prevailing fweetnefs. 
It charm'd my heart. Metbinks, at times, I've 

feen thee 
Melt into tears upon the flow'rs of morn. 
And I have trac'd thy vifionary ftep 

O'er 
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O'er the grey lake at eve's unruffled, hour. 
Where'er thou art, caft one approvifjg ^ascd 
On this cold Urn, which an unwearied lore 
Devotes to thy remembrance — If thou cai^, 
A0ume thy human femblance, that 1 may 
Die at the light in ecftacy fuprcme. 

(Lorenzo enterst andj feeif^ Seraphina, fiaiM 
fix'd in admiration. 
'Tis he! 'tis he! fuch was his manly mein. 
Such was his radiant eye; — alas! I know 
Thou'rt Ijut the offspring of compulfive fancy. 
The harbinger of madnefs, yet I'll blefs thee, 
Ai t}io' a real exiftence! it is true, 
I'm wedded to another — yet, forgive me! 
For they compell'd me to his rude embrace ; 
My will gave no concurrence to the treafon. 
O ! do not gaze thus tenderly upon me ! 
I may not look for comfort, haughty Guzman 
Will deem it infamy that I adore thee. 
And fay that I am bafe, becaufe I'm i^ithful. 

(SerapbiTia fdnts, MtdfaSs with -her arms clafped 
remd the Urn^ which fupperis her. 

LORENZO. (Sprif^n^ towards itr^ 

Stay but a moment, and we'll die together. 

For by the holy horrors of the grave ! 

By meek religion's mandates, and the promifc 

Of undillurb'd felicity hereafter, 

I love, I pity thee! 

$ERAt>H]NA^ 
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SERAPHiNA. (Recovering. 

Can it be true? 

LORENZO. 

Tho' thou art torn from me» and doom'd to bear 
IVI? rival's prefcnce with fubmiflive duty i 
Tho' alt th* illufions of my youth are paft, 
Still to behold thee, ftill to hear thy Voice, 
Confers fuch potent pleafurc, that awhile. 
The dire affemblage of afBidive thoughts 
yields to the mightier prevalence of joy. 

* SERAPHINA, 

This is no frail conceit of fad derangement. 
For, as I live, thou art indeed Lorenzo, 
*f he only rightful monarch of my heart, 

(They e^att. 



Thou*ft root within my foul, there grow for ever! 
O ! 'tis a rapt'rous aod celeftial moment I 
Ha ! - let me rather fly thee with alarm, 

(Starting fi'omber. 
As birds of forrow {hun the living light : 
Let me renounce this Paradife, to dwell 
'Mongft barren rocks of comfortlefs difmay. 
Where Mis'ry keeps her court ; where I may hold 
piftrafted cOnvwfc with the hurricane, 
i^nd revel "^ft the tcmpeft*s forked flamec. 

^KAPHINA. 
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Give thy keen anguilh fcope, for, O ! it Ihews 
Such bold, gigantic dignity and honor. 
That happinefs, from the comparifon. 
Would meanly ftigniatize its vain potTeiTors. 

Enter Fabio* 



This is th6 fpot that Gafpero defcrib'd ! 
He is already here. The lover's fpeed 

(Steing Lerenzo — 4fi^'^ 
Has outtlripp'd my endeavours, — and their ligbs 
Have had one mingling more — but to my purpofe, 
Lorenzo! Serapbina ! joy attend you ! 
The rude and wint'ry feafon of affliftion 
Shall change to fummer's mild ferenity. 
And brighteft profpeds now allure your fight, 
I am the willing bearerof fuch tidings. 
As from the anxious brow of difconttnt^ 
Shall chafe away the lowering clouds. 

SERAPHINA. 

Rty father! 

What tpcan fhefc words of defperate deception ? 

l^RENZO. 

What new invented cruelty has brought 
Thee to this melancholy Grove, where I 
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Was off *ring to an angel, the full tribute 
Of wrctchednefs, and with coavulfive throbii 
Breathing a laft farewel ! 

FABIO. 

But hear me, hear me 1 



Have I not heard thee utter fearful tales 
Of dire, difaft'rous import, tales untrue. 
Which curdled my hot blood, and on coy heart 
Hung palpitating horror. — Did'ft thou not 
Lead me to think thy daughter vas unworthy. 
Light as the winds, and fajthlefs as thyfelf I 
That Ihe, with wanton willingnefs, beftow'd 
Her hand on Guzman, and without one figh 
Of pity, had renounc'd the fcorn'd Lorenzo i 



It was humanity which told thee fo ; 

That thou might'ft better combat with thy fate. 

But 'twas my purpofe then, and has bcen^^;. 

To labour for thy 'vantage, and procure thee. 

If poflible, fom^ means of extrication. 

Yet then I little thought, to fpeak thee plainly. 

Thou would'ft fo foon have married Zoriana. 

SERAPHINA. 

Have I been deceiv'd 

I B, 
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By Zoriana; is fhe then thy wife ? 

She, who had all my confidence, who knew 

My truth, my love, my hatred, and my woe. 

This, this is perfidy, it rends my foul j 

My fate is now complete ; farcwel, Lorenzo ! 

[Exit Seraphina, 

LORENZO, 

Stay, lilten to me, and my vindication 
Shall overcome thy rage — Bafe Zoriana I 
I give thee now an unrcfiirain'd abhorrence. 
Ye torturing ficads, whofe occupation is . 
To f njoy the wretch's fufi^'raoce, hither come ; 
Baijquet upon my pangs, and glut your famine ! 
Yet, Seraphina, I will follow thee. (Lorenzo going. 

FABIO. 

Govern this fierce commotiotr, and attend 

(Rejiraining him. 
To the calm dilates of confollng peace ! 
'Tis iifelefs to have reafon, if we. throw, 
"With ev'ry fudden guft, our mind away. 
And difiipate its force in wild complaint. 

LORENZO. 

Haft thou fome new contrivance to deftroy me ? 

FABIO. 

My Lord I fince laft we parted, I have toil'd 
Much for your fcrvicc, and in truth, fuccefs 

Seems 
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Seems not to frown upon the undertaking. 

Our gracious King permit:cd me to fpeak 

In your behalf, when zcaloufly I urg'd 

Your various fufferings, ybur reported death. 

Ill-fated caufe of the difaftrous marriage, 

*Twixt Guzman and my daughter ; then I pleaded 

Your earlier right, and my moft facred promife : 

And next I dwelt on Zoriana's wiles. 

To draw you to th' unwelcome fnare of wedlock. 

LORENZO. 

Shall I give confidence to thefe alfertions i 



On all of which difcuffion, the good monarch 
Bcftow'd a kind approval, and declar'd, 
His royal meaning was to make appeal 
To the Holy Sec of Rome, for yourdifunion 
From fuch reludant nuptials, and to entreat 
Its pow*r infallible, to grant permiffion. 
That Zoriana's, and that Guzman's oaths. 
Be flrait dilTolv'd, and Seraphina's charms 
Rcftor'd to your priority of claim. 



Then flie may yet be mine j e'en at the thought. 
My bofom (hakes with fuch oppreffivejoy. 
As nature fcarcccan bear— What, tho' the treafure 
Of her rich beauty has been bafcly pillag'd 

la By 
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By the vile r&pine of a riithlefs knave, 
Yec hss the bright unequall'd gem, her mind, 
Efcap'd the facrilege, and I will prize it 
Still more for the contraftcd prefervation. 
But ! perhaps this hope is but deluflon ! 



Poubt me not now, Lorenzo ! By my foul ! 
I've taken nothing from the truth, nor aught 
Exaggerated ; but have alone difplay'd 
The generous intention of the King. 
Yet were it well, with profitable fpeed, . 
You haften to the court, and there enforce 
Your carneft fuit by duteous loyalty. 



Firft let me gain my Seraphlna's fmile 

To fanftion the departure, let me win 

Her pardon for my faults, her kind affent 

To llimulace endeavour, and the ftceds 

Which bore me hither, with redoubled fwiftnefs. 

Shall reaflume their labour ; — yes I'll feck her. 

Expatiate on our hopes, -and then return. 

lExit Lorenzo* 
TABiO. 

How readily he catches at the ball ^ 
And yields to my arrangement ; fo hit rag« 
}4o more Ihal) interfere to hurt my peace ) 
"What's he that now approaches ? 

Sattr 
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Enttr G«sp£io. 

OASPBKO. 

»TU Garpero \ 

Who has obeyM his Lord, Don Guzman's will. 

As b7 your latt inftruaion was made known. 

PAfiio. 

The daring youths was here, in full employ 
Of his defign'd feduaionj tears and fighs. 
And miferable vows, and due complainings. 
Had been eihaufted with approv'd ejia. 
I rather fee«n'd to favour his deceit. 
And now he hies him homeward to return 

For the more fure completion of his purpofe. 

But, prithee fay, are the men rightly mardiall'd ? 

They are no fqueamilh villains, but true heroes ; 

The very glory of black enterprize ! 

In all Madrid 1 could notlind their felb«s. 

Eaief SiHAPHiH* iimtfirvii). 

CASPIRD. 

A (hort league hence. 

Where firft the winding road enters the foreft. 
They're ftation'd with th' implements of death, 
■ There Diall the fpoiler of Don Guzman's hohor. 
Receive his juft reward. 



ITABIO. 

'Tis wtll cotariv'd.— 



9ERAPH1KA. 
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SERAPHINA. 

Wilt thou protcft him, Providence f (■^de. 

FABio (To Gafpero.) 
Retire! 

Exit Gafpero. 
Let the funereal raven croak his dirge ! 
And the lone owl chaunt requiems to his foul ! 
There let him welter in the wintVy gale ! 
I (hall be free from his obtrufivc prefence. 
And Guzman ne'er be troubled by Lorenzo. 

SER.APHINA. {Coming forward.) 

And will you kill him, Traitor ? O, my father! 

Forgive my intemp'rate fpeaking; but if ever 

Thefe infant lips preft'd clofely to your cheek ; 

If e'er my childifli prattle won your favour j 

If ever you have prov'd a parent's feeling?, 

Pity a daughter's pains ! Load not your confcience 

With fuch a weight of infamy, that heav'n 

Itfctf muft be incapable to recede 

From it's ftern jufticc, or be mov'd to mercy. 



Peace, vile Adultrefs! nor prefume to plead 
For your devoted Paramourj but think,- 
He gladly haftea from your polluted arms. 
To prefs his Zoriana to his bofbm. 
Then from thy thought difpel this wretched fondnefs. 
Learn 
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Learn to defpife him, and approve the deed 
Which rightly fhall avenge fuch fhamelefs falfchood. 

SERAPHTNA. 

Tho' he were bafer than th' envenom'd tongue 
Of fland'rous cruelty could reprefcnt him ; 
Tho* he had wrong'd me by ten thoufand means. 
And gloried in the miiery he gave; 
Still would I proftrate thus implore to fave him, 

(Knselii^. 
Or die with' tran%ort to enfure his welfare. 



Deteftcd vjper, hence! thy pfay'rs are fniitlefs j 

They add frefti vehemence to my rcfentment. 

And tend to prove thee moft degenerate. 

See, fee, Lorenzo comes, and thou ^tf// die. 

If but a fyllable, a look, or gefturc, 

Excite the leaA fufpicion of hift'idginger. 

Be prudent, or this dagger dnnks thy blood. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

LORENZO. 

Art thou appriz'd, enchanting Seraphina! 
Of the approaching blifs which yet may greet us. 
Thro* the benign indulgence of the King! 
And has Don Fabio told thee all ? — 
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jERAPHINA. 



I am indeed apprizM of what may happen. 
But o'er the profped hangs fuch fearful gloom* 
That my foul ITckeni. 

fABiO. 

Traitrcis! bccircumfpeilt! (Jj!de,i;ra/pit^ his dagger. 



Forget my frantic perfidy, which arofe 
From mifconccption, momentary rage. 
And the fevere debafement of dcfpair. . 
Tranfcendsnt Excctlepce! no longer contemplate 
The thick furrounding darknefs, but behold 
Hope's rifmg rays flecker the wak'ning dawn 
Withfaireft luftre— Yes, my Scraphina! 
I've ftood like fome poor (ailor on the beach. 
Who watches 'itaM. the perils of the ftorm. 
The ftruggling bark that carries all his ftorc; 
And now I welcome home, with double joy. 
The veflfl which contains my heart's beft treafure, 
More valued for the dangers it has pafs'd. 

SZRAPHINA. 

Aias! the pinnace at the very port 

May yet ^ ftranded t O, beware, Lorenzo! 
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Another fuch remark (hall be thy laft. {Afde. 

Hafte to Madrid, my Lord ! and I'll engage 
Ere thou attain the objed of thy journey. 
She will be well inclin'd to lay alide 
Her prefent leeming coldnefs, and repay 
Thy warmeft wiflies with unfeign'd regard. 



I go — But haft thou not one gracious word. 
One cheering fmile to urge me to fuccefs ? 

(To Seraphina. 

SERAPHINA. 

O may thefe tears, which fo abundant flow. 
Be eloquent to warn you ! 

FABIO. 

Speak no more ! {Afide. 

Confide in me, and quick return to peace. 

{To Lorenzo. 

LORENZO. 

My only comfort refts upon thy care: 

And Once thou haft fo folemnly averr'd 

Thy good intentions, I will not diftruft thee. 

Yet, Seraphina, look with tendernefs 

At leaft upon me, as I fay farewcl. {Going. 

K SERAPHINA. 
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SERAPHINA. 

It is too much ! Lorenzo, thou'rt deceivM, 
AflaOiDS wait in ambulh to deftroy thee. 

FABIO. , 
Then take my promis'd vengeance ! 

" {Faiio draws bis dagger, and is ^oing to kiUSera^ 
pbitut Larenzo ru/hesupen him and wrenches 
it aw fly — Lorenzo then prepares to plunge it 
into Fabie^f heart.) 

LORENZO. 

Inhuman monfter ! Be it thine to perifh ! 

{Sirapbina nozt) runs between hahie and Lerenz^^ 
and prevents tb' impending blow.) 

SERAPHINA. 

O, do noc murder him 1 he is my father ! 

And if thou injure but a fingle hair 

Of his moft revcrenc'd head, 1 will abjure thee! 

LOKEXZO. 

I will not kill thee, execrable villain ! 

This, thy proteitrefs, fubjugates my fury. 

Live, and repent I {Throws the dagger awttj, 

lERApHiKA {Falling m l^enz^s neck). 

Eternal bleflings on thee ! {to Fabio. 

■• Look on the noble youth thou would'ft have flain ! 

f,QRSNZQ. 
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LORENZO. (3*0 Fahb) 
Gaze on this purpos'd victim of thy rage I 
And if thou prove no keen compunftion, fly 
To defcrts, where ferocious bcafta refidc. 
And learh from them to humanize thy heart. 

{^Exeunt Lorenzo and Seraphiaa^ 

Fabio. 

What ! Gafpcro I Attendants ! Ho ! there's treafon 
Againft my Lord, the Dukej fecure the traitor! 
Let no one pafs i be' vigilant, be bold. 
This failure in the mode of his deftruAion, 
Shall yield him but a tranfitory refpite. 

{Exi/. 

End of tbt Fourth Ja* 
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ACT V. 

SCENE, A Hdl in Ibi Cajtk. 
Enter Gaspero with a Key. 



He 



LE's well fecur'd, nor fliall his vehemence 
Again demand fuch numbers to controul it. 
Hunger will foon fubduc him, and his rage 
SubGde, when left without antagonift ; 
While Seraphina, prifon'd in her chamber. 
May pray in vain to fave hfrn — my reward 
Will be fubftantial for this fcrvice render'd 
To Fabio, and the Duke. — Who's here ? A Lady ! 

£»/«-ZoRiANA (in diforder), 

ZORIANA. 

O, Sir ! if ever pity touch'd your heart, 
I do befeech you, tell me where my lord. 
My hu{band, my Lorenzo may be found. 
Alone I have purfu'd a frantic journey. 
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Nor ever refted fince I left Madrid. 
*T was expeftation buoy'd me up to bear 
The preflure of fatigue ; but fliou'd my learch 
Be fruitlefe, the untoward difappointment 
Would furely kill me. 



There has been here a youth 

Of fierce pretenfion, and rcpiilfi've valour. 

Who came, it feems, a fuitor Co the Ducheis. 



*T was he — yet, yet, alTure me of his. fafety, 
For danger, and diftriift, and horrid murder 
Are all abroad, and each ill-omen'd breeze 
Whifpers prophetic woe, and fwifc deftruflipn. 



He has obtain'd the meed of his defigns. 



The meed*! O fpeak ! has he then fufFer'd injury ? 

No one, I iruft, has done him violencej 

He is a nobleman of high renown. 

And excellent defert. Support me, heaven ! 

{Giving a Ptirji 
Accept this trivial pledge of future giving ■, 
You Ihall indeed be more than<|^ch hereafter. 
If you'll explain his fate, or lead me to him. 

GASPIRO. 
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GASPERO. 

Lady ! I dare not. 

ZORIAHA. 

Tell tne, does he live i 

GASPERO. 

As yet, *ris probable he may ! 

ZORIANA. 

As Yet! 

GASPERO. 

If you will not berray me; but I fear, 

ZORIAHA. 

Nay, do not doubt. 

GASPERO. 

ril ffjcw you to his dungeon. 

ZORIANA. 

His dungeon ! 

GASPERO. 

Yes — then follow— but be furc 

That you return e'er a Ihort hour ilapfc. 

Or you muft Ihare his fate ! 

ZORtAHA. 

I am content ; 

It Ihall he fo — I alk no further kindnefs — 

That I ihould jn^c t)iee thus, ador'd Lorenzo 1 

SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Dun^een'^a lamp faintly burning — I^o- 
iiEHZo in ehainSf reclining en a block offtmt. 

LORENZO. {Ratfing bimfelf) 

Within thefc walls, thui ends my fad career ! 

O, haplcfs Zoriana ! could'd thou fee 

How horribly I expiate ingraiitude. 

Thy pitying lids would furely weep forgivenefs. 

Creator infinite! if on thy thought {Knee&ng, 

An atom's fupplication may intrude. 

Grant confolatioft to her wounded fpititj 

And on my Seraphina, in thy mercy, 

Beftow a bleft futurity of joy. {Rifii^' 

Ah ! what is this exigence ? Tis a (lorm 

Of varying pafflons, and fucceffive troubles. 

Firtl Fear afTails the child, and then he trembles. 

And fcreams but at a frown j with yoiith comes Love 

Torturing the helplefs bofom, where Eerce flames 

Of rage, refentmcnt, jealoufy contend. 

Pifturb'd JmhiHon next prefents itfelf. 

To bid us grafp the moon, and wafte our days 

In angry fighs* and rivalry for fliadows. 

Till, to conclude the wretched catalogue. 

Appears pale Avarice, with heart of ftone. 

Straining delufive counters to his breaft. 

E'en in the hour of death. Surely to efcape 

From this opprcfllve being, muft be peace! 

Begone, then, fancy, reafon, memory. 

Since ye are but the minifters of evili 

Melt 
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Meic into air, I'll be your flave no longer ! 
My brain begins to burn — my heart is burfting; 
They've torn away my foul, my Seraphina, 
And now diftorted phantoms of defpair, 
Array'd in darknefs, and convuls'd with fury. 
Deride my pangs, and drag me to the e^rth. {FaUs. 

Enter Zoriaha. 



Wherefore this dread obfcurity, this cavern 
Fit for a felon's punifhment? They dare not 
Degrade him to this word indignity, 
*T would be an infult to the name of Spaniard 
That muli excite commotion were it known ! 

{Sees Lorenzo on the ground. 
Ol is my fight difcas'd % cling not fo clofely 
To my conviftion, unrelenting furies ! 
Drain not my heart of its lafl drop of hope. 
Nor blaft me with this fpeftacle of horror. 
He's dead, he's dead, yet hear me, my Lorenzo ! 
Leave not the hallow'd confines of the ikies. 
Where yet thy fpirit lingers, till 1 join thee. 
This cordial draught, meant for my laleft refuge. 
Shall be the immediate med'cine of my woe. 

(Zoriatta lakes, a Phial of Poifon and drinks it. 
Nor will commiferating heaven refufe 
It's pardon to the viflim of defpair. 

LORENZO. 
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LORENZO. {Rifmg) 

What foothing notes of melting fympathy 
Reclaim me from the (hades? O welcome, welcome, 
Lovlieft of women, nobleft of thy fex ! 

ZORIXNA. 

Unutterable rapture! 

LORENZO4 « 

Fair iperfedion ! 

Meihought they forc'd thee from me, and decreed 

That we fhould meet no ihore> - 

ZORIANA. 

Ah when ? 

lOR-INZO* 

How haft thoa 

Eluded all their vigilance ? 

ZORIAHA 

He raves I 

LOHZK^O^' 

Thy cv'ry gefture Ihews divinity j 
Amidft thy treflcs countlcfs cupids playj 
Thy look is tranfport, and thy voice is hcav'mf 
Lee thcfe fond arms encircle thee ! 

ZORIAKA. 

I come ! ■ 

L lORBNZa, 
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LORENZO. 



My life ! . my Seraphlna ! 

(Zoriana running towards Loremo^ft^sen hear- 
tily the name of Serafbina.) 
Why fhrinks my fair, why turns from my embrace ? 



'Tis not for mt to prefs thee to my breaft, 
To weep upon thy neck, and charm thy grief j 
There is no pow'rful magic in nrf eye. 
To fafcinate thy foul — mf fatal touch 
Would.chill thy nature— I'll no more approach thee. 



O, why this myftery of cold reproof ^ 
My reafon is difturbM, *dft all illu0oa t 



The wretch who may be lured by hopes c^gain 
To execute the intentions of another. 
May, for a weighter profit, turn deceiver ! 
I will not truft diii Gafpero, and methinks 
The entrance was notguarded« or fecured. 
Nor is there time to paufe, or heOtate ; 
Yonder he ftands in meditation Bx'd, 

His 
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His hoi^r is come, my rage fhall make him fure. 

{Fahioflowh/ advances tojtab Lorenzo— Zoriaaa 
perceives his approach. 



'Tis fome aflaffin ! who would operate 
Againfl: Lorenzo's life — ftrengthen my arm. 
Almighty juftice ! Aid me to prote^ him. 
Fabio ((» the aU to loll Lorenzo.) 
Die! 

{Before Fahio can ftrike Lere/tzOj Zorianaftabs 
Fahio — befalls. 
Thou arc doom'd to fall — 'tis done — 'tis done. 
And I hare fav'd his valued life } to you ! 
Applauding faints I I dedicate the blow, 
.Which kill'd a murd'rer, aod preferv'd my hulband. 

LORENZO. 

ZoHanal 

FABio (to Zsriana.) 
Thou haft triumph'd ! yet in death 

1 am confolM to chink thou muft be wretched ; 
No fond return of paflion e'er Ihall blefs thee j 
Lorenzo fcorns thee ! Curies on you both ; 
Dtfaflers wither you ! Ah Scraphina I 

Yet will I not repent — fiends ne'er fhall mock me 
For trembling pray'rs preferred, or abje£l wav'rings— 
O torture! O remorfc! Yet, yet, have mercy I 

(Dies. 

L 2 ZORIANA. 
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Such, Fabio, is the meed of impogs daring ! 
May there be pity for thy foul and mine ! 
Alas, my nerves relax, my fptrit trembles — 

■ .(LeuTis againfi tbejde Stent, 

Enter Gwimak, womded^ fitpporttd l>y Garciab 
and GABPEao— L/^^ifj, &c. 



My Lord Lorenzo! pray ye, bofe his chains. 

(Lerenzhiswibeand, 



■ Guzman, thaii' blefed'ft apace, what treach'rous 
hand—? 

GUZMAM. 

Scarce had I paft'd the covert in the vale. 
But deeming my attendants -were too flow, , 
I turn'd to h^l them; when, upon th« inftant,.. 
Some fell aflTaflins, hired to murder thee, 
Rufh'd forth, and fix'd their poignards in my heart. 
This gallant youth, whom chance had brought to 
the fpot, {SbewingGarciasJ) 

Gave brave affiftance — Ah ! I fain[! 



GARCIAS, 

The villain that I flew, procUim'd in dying 



Don 
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Don Fabio his employer— and his purpofe 
To a0affinate Lorenzo. 

PASPERO, - -. 

'Twas, indeed ! 

pUZMAN. _ ■ . 

O thy decrees arc juft, Omnifcicnt Heav'nJ _ 

LORENZO.- ■ . . .. 

Would I had met the meditated blow ' 
Ere iliffer'd this redundant ^ony ! 



I truft cornpaffion will fubduc thy anger! 
DeceiVd by Fabio, I efpous'd his daughter. 
Not knowing thy pretcnfionsl Lead me to her; 
for I would blcfs her with my parting breath ! 

ifiarcUtJ and Gafpero lead eat Guzman. 

iORENZO. 

Peacfe! holy peace be thine, expiring Albaf 

(Zeriana, weakened by the efforts' 'of the pcifont 
'advances to Lorenzo.) ^ . '• 

ZORJANA. 

Itonlyhojw renftains, my Lord, that I 
Should fupplicateibirgiveiie^s. 

■' LORSHZO. 

Do not wound me 

By fuch reproacliful forrow. 



jnGi.)0'^Ic 



LORENZO. 



I mided thee, 

CaU'd Seraphina falfe, altho* I knew 

Her mind unfuUied as defccnding fnov. 

Her truth more Ready than the mountun's bafe. 

From bert too, I conceal'd thy flav'ry. 

Yes, I have caus'd thee cv'ry bitter woe ! 

Have funk thee to defpair, and loft myfelf. 

LORENZO. 

O fatal hearing I 

ZORIANAi 



Yet love was all my crime 



LOKENZO. 

Alas ! its mandates tnay not be refifted ! 



Since thou can feel its force, pity its weakneli ! 
And think not half fo dear was Seraphina 
To thy regard, as thou haft been to me. 
She well deferves that heart I now refign her 1 
May happier days attend thee ! and my fate 
Scatter no liog'nng anguifli o'er thy thought. 
For O ! I pay the price of fuch deceit. 
A fublle poifon working in my bofoaa^ 
Brings fwift oblivion. 

{Zeriaw_finks te the gretmd. 

LORENZO. 
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Horror ! ZorUna ! 

My cruelty has kUl'd her ! hither haile. 
Ye vengeful minifters of eternal pain I 
And feize your rightful, miferablc vifKm j 
Ingratitude, cold pctjury, and murder, 
Thefe are ihy light ofiences, and t claim 
The homage of the damn'd, and proud perdition. 
Tho* I have wroag*d thee thus, yet do not leave 
me, (^endtrlf to Zoriana. 

My wife, my benefa£trefs. {tetats ever her. 

Enter Seraphina. 

SERAPHINA. 

Guzman is dead! 

I faw hii life-blood iflliing from the wound. 
As his dim eyes were fiz'd in fadnefs on me. 
I will embalm him with the tears of pity ! 
WhM's here? My father flain! Diftraftion! 

Murder I 
*Tis defolation all, and mingled carnage. 
Dear author of my being — laid lb low — 
Thy former harfhnefs now fccms due controul, 
While filial ibrrow fanftifies thy corfc. 



O Seraphina!'! bcfeech thee, hear me! 
Let not refentment for thy parent's death 

Deny 
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Deny a confolatioo to my {hade. 

I leave thee now Co him I truly lov'd. 

Unite your fervent, holicft fupplications 

To the Supreme Difpofer of EveniSi 

And, banilhing my crimes from your remembrance. 

Plead for a wretched fuicide. 

sERAPHiKii; ■ ■ 

Tho' by that hand my haplels father fell. 
Yet my reluftant rcafon certifies 
That there was juftice in the deed i then live. 
And not one Cgh of mine Ihall e'er difturb thee, ' 
Far from the world.rctir'd, my penitence 
Shall be devoted to his foul's repofe. 

ZORIAHA. 

Let me breathe forth my fpirit in thy armiy 
My own Lorenzo! 

I.08.EN20. 

Save her. Powers of Mercy I 



Let thy lips beftow 

A facrcd carneff of approaching heaven: 

In life, my heart was thine, 'tis thine in death. (Dtes^ 

SERAPHiNA (To Zotiana.) 

Alas, thy love deferv'd a different fate ! 
How vain are the prcfumptuous fchemes of manT 
How 
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LORENZO. 

How fleetingly delufive ev'ry profpcft 
Of life's uncertain journey ! There alone 
In yonder fapphire region, may be found 
Content, and pure prpfperity of virtue ! 



Sad fympathy (hail be our only refuge. 
For, from her memories, mud time, in vain 
Endeavour to obliterate the fcene 
Of fuch unparallel'd calamity. 

To chafe this darknefs no fair morn (hall rife. 
No fond endearment diflipate our (ighs. 
Left, in affiidion's bitt'relt pangs, to prove 
The mutual agonies of fruitlefslove. 



F r N I S. 
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MILES PETER ANDREWS, ESQ. 

ahd «mhih by 
Mrs. mattocks. 

W HEN tragic pomp, and folemn founds are o'er. 
When ftorms, and Harts, and groans are heard no more J 
Hard is her talk, the Heroine of the paft. 
Who on this welcome floor has breath'd her laft; 
Snatch'd from the peaceful grave, again to liC^ 
And titter at her own Jhort obfequies; 
If her 70^ pity, what do you think of me ! 
Tom from my comfortable dijh of tea ; 
No warm impaffion'd fcenes to rant and reel in/ 
Nor love, nor murder to affiH my feeling; 
Sent like fome Merry Andrew at a Fair, 
To mimic follies, and to make folks ftare* 
(Imitates a Trumpet) « Walk in— Ladies and Gentle^ 

men— walk in— 
«• The notified— juft going to begin"— 

What (haU I fay i Our ever grateful Bard, 
Who, in your tears, hath found bis betl reward,} 
Still humbly hopes, to crown his anxious toil, 
Th' enlivening ray of one approving fmile ; 
Unite with generous warmth to aid his caufe. 
No fear to bring the houfe dowa with applaufe* 

M 2 Out 
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Our Wtlls art ftrong, they baffle Time's attacks-^ 
Crowd hither as you will— we dread no cracks.^ 

Much could I offer in our Bard's defence. 
But faHiion is too much at war with fenfe ; 
The higher ranks have long let reafon 'fcape *em ; 
John Bull at length ftrives, awkwardly, to ape'em. — 
" Pegs," cries fat Madam Dump, from WappingWall, 
" I don't love plays no longer, not at all; 
" They're now fo vulgar, andbegin fo foon, 
*' None but low people dines till afternoon ; 
** Then they mein/ummol, and the like o' that, 
** And it's impofllble to fit and chat.— • 
" Give nie the Uppero, where folks come fo grand in, 
<' And nobody need have no underftanding." — 

That'a tight, Mamma^ rejoins the darling plump, 
Mifi Carolina Wilhelmin» Dump ; 
*' Fuppa's a fool — with his old falhion'd jokes 
" About your Shaklpears, and fuch furly folks : 
" He hates a Cdnfertp Ma*, and that you know^ 
M O yes, my Chuck, I found that long ago.-^ 
" Well, I Ihould like a confcwt every night, 
" Sweet Signor Thingomee is my delight. 
*' Then it's fo tafty, that all muft agree on, 
^' To talk about one's boi[ at the Faathcon ; 
<' To fcrougc the Coffee Room, to fee the BalUtt 
" Or fquint at the fmart Jemmies in I'op's Alley.** 

Fop's Alley ! Scene of wonder and furprize. 
Where all that's graceful, blends with all that's wife; 
Where Britala's youth, like borfes to be fold. 
Sport their ftrip'd ffannelcloathing feven fold. 
And thou dear region of enchanting founds, 
Whofe magic every meaner fenfe confounds, 
(''orgive me, if awhile, in mirthful glee, 

I dare 
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I dare to trifle with thy dignity ! 

Suppofe, as foremoft of the fpleadid groups 
Enter great Julius Caifar in a hoop. 
(^Singi.) Ambizione ! del Tiranuo! 
Piu forte, piu pianno, ache fin^ 
*' Zounds ! here's my warrant, and I will come in* 
•< Diavolo ! who come here to fo confound us ? 
*' The conftables to take you to the Round-houfe; 
•' De Round-houfe— Mi I — Von know. Sir, what I ain» 
** Could I fpeak Englis, how I'd fwear Got tem.''-^ 
Now comes the dancej the demi-caraftere, 
Chacone, the pas de deux, the here, the there ; 
And lall the Chief, high bounding on the loofe toe> 
Or poiz'd like any Mercury — a che gufto ! 

(^Stands en OKt leg* 

In fruitlefs pleafure or dellruflive play. 
The Saves of falhion fritter life aWay; 
Yet let the Bard no forc'd attra^ions fear, 
JFor nature's feelings ftill will triumph here. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

X H £ applaufe beftowed upon the following 
. play, exceeded not only the Author's hopes 
but its intriniic merits. For this applaufe it 
was indebted, in part, to the perfpicacious 
manner in which the ftory is told, and to cer- 
tain traits* of nature and of feeling ; but moil 
to the exertions of the performers, whofe com- 
bined talents have feldon been more efiicacioufly 
difplayed. The Author's moft fincerc thanks 
are due to them, for the intelligence and paffion 
with which they generally executed all and 
fometiroes more than he conceived. 

It would be unjufl not to acknowledge that 
Mr. Harris ufed every liberal effort, on his part, 
previous to its rcprefentation, to render the 
piece as perfect on the flage as its defert would 
allow ; and that he very warmly promoted Its 
intereft, by his advice and fuperintcndence. 

Having paid this tribute, it is equally necef- 
■iary not to rob the German poet, from whom 
this piece is taken, of his due. The name of 
this poet is Brandes. He is a comedian as well 

A 38 
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as an author, and has produced feveral other 
pieces in his native language, which have been 
afted in various provinces of Germany with 
diftinguiftied fuccefs. 

For himfelf, the EngKfti Author makes but 
few claims. His produiStion in moft of its 
parts is nothing more than a liberal tranflation ; 
but there are others in which it is fomething 
exceedingly different. The various touches 
which, in confequence of difference of man- 
ners, or of tafte in the writers, could not but 
occur, it would be in vain to enumerate. But 
the chief deviations are in the fcenes of Count 
Werling. Thus much is faid for the informa- 
tion of thole who fliall happen to wifh to com- 
pare the two pieces. 

It is neceffary to remark that, in the rcpre- 
fentation, the fcene clofed on Mrs. DorviUe at 
the end of the firft aft, before the entrance of 
Rummer ; and that, on the ftage, this manner 
of ending the aft has a very good effeft. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

frankly - - - Mr, Bernard. 
Ifiiliams - - Mr. Davis. 
M'Carnoel - • - Mr. Ryder. 

SccD^ the Piaxea. 

Frankly and Willami mettlng. 

Frankly. 

*^0f Ned ! You are bere— You never nufs the firft night 
of a new piece. 

fVill. Oh, no; never — There it always fomething to 
keep one alivei on the firA night. 

Frank, TrUe — If bad, the diverfioo of damning^^ 

Will. Yes— And if good, the ftiU better diverllon of ap- 
plauding. 

" Frank. Ha* ha, ha! You are a conftant advocate 
*' for the Oafe. 

" ffiU. I am. Of all recreations it is the moft ratio- 
" nal, and teaches morality much more effei^ually than 
** the pulpit. 

« Frank, Huih! Zoundi, take care! Yot^l talk trea- 
'< fon, man. 

*' mil. May be fo— I talk truth." 

Frank. Have you heard any thing of the Piece of to- 
night } 

mil. Not a word. 

Frank. Or of the author ! 

mil. Neither, I determine to come with my mind 
unprejudiced, and therefore make no enquiries. I always 
endeavour to be pleafed ; it is the Author's fault if I am 
not. 
. Frank. Ay, yon pique yoyrfelf on being a liberal critic. 

mm. By no means — 1' pique myfelf on being juft — r 
The l^ge 1 hold to be a great national concern ; and to 
praife or to blame falfely, is an aA of mental faicide. 

Frank. 
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Frank, Well, I am Sore not be .dtfappointed, for my 
expeflationi arc never vtery high. The produdions of the 
prefent age are the mere infers of a day. Nature^ tafte, 
and feeling, are become difcarded vagabonds. 

ff^i/I. PAia ! This is the common-place cant of all times. 
Let nature, tafle, and feeling, orly make their appearance 
and a thoufand ready hands will ever be glad to give them 
welcome. 

M*Cartu<k (Coming up u them) Your fairratit, gentle- 
men. 

Frank. Ah! Mr> M'Caraockl How do you do! I 
heard you were abroad. 

M^Car. Yas^I a been axerctfing my old trade of a 
tutor ; endaivoring to maitamorpbofe boys into human . 
beings — A heartlefs talk, of whech I'm weary. After the 
nurfe, and the mamma, and their wefe fucfaffors haw 
made a bwby, the tutor is called in, and required to 
make him a man. 

ffill; And what countries have yon viflted? 

M'Car. Troth, I have been in the varra beat of aftionf 
have wetnefled fuch fcenes at the whole hiftory of man- 
kind cannot equal ! 

0'i/I. They are great ! They are extraordinary ! They- 
are glorious, indeed 1 

M'Car. Yas, Sir! So extraordinary that, according to 
my arethmetic, he who has leved thefe three laft years, 
has leved three thoofand. 'Tos a miraiculous epocha, and' 
fatch as the world never before faw. 

Frank, Well, fo you are come to aflift at tlie funeral 
to-night ? 

ATCar. Funeral, Sir ! What funeral ? 

Frank. The trial, death, and damoation of the new 
Play. 

APCar. Damnation ! — Haiv'n forefead, Sir ! 1 

I hope ye do not apprehend a party ? 

Frank. Oh, ho ! Yon feem interefted, Mr. M'Caruock. 

MCar. Me, Mr! 

Ffatik.\ fufpeft you are the author. 

M'Car. Me, Sir?— Sufpatt mc? ^ 

Frank. Ay, you — Who more likely ? -Come, come, 

own the truth, and we'll promife to lend you a lift. 

^//. Promife for yourfelf. Frankly ; I make no fuch 
«,g3g.„e„.. ^,^^ 
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M'CAi't Wliy, Sir, ye-iyt Ao nbt Intand opprfeetion-u 
Surely ye • ' ■ 

mil. Don't te silarnwd, Mn M^mock. WhetW 

yon be or bt not tht aothor, I wifti the pkc* fflcrefs. 

J/'Cdr (Takn his band) Thank you, Sir! Thaidcyoa! 
ThaiAyou! 

fVtU. I mean, I wifti it may deferve fucceft. 

M'Car. y\y, ajT— Wal-^lliat's right. 

FS-ahk. Ha, ha, ha! Well, but tdlus, are *e lo lau|;h, 
or cry, or go to fleep ? 

M'Car. Why, Si*^ I— I ackftrf»Iedge 1— I have read 
the mainufcript. 

FroKk. Ay, ahd Wrlttwi il to6. 

M'Car^ I ded not acknowledge that. Sir. 

Frmk. "Well, but what are we to expeft ? Ii it tragedy, 
or comedy, or fiirc«, or what t 

ATCbr. Why, Sir, it ii a-i-*-»^play— « draima, Kti 
taken from the German. 

FJant, A G«rnian drama ! Nay, then, we may put oh 
our nightcaps, 

ATCar. Hap]y not, Sil*. Genial is the inhaibitant of all 
countries. 

FroMi. No, nO'-4 non rtfident. Nobody cah tell where 
to find him. 

Af^Car. Ye miftake again, Sir. 

Frank. Ay! Where i» he ? Where docs Genius Hve? 

^Cor. Genius level. Sir — ^he leves at the lign of tht 
School for Scandal ! 

/Vmut. Granted : but be rerer lives at the fign of fenti* 
ment and drama. 

M^Car. Bagging yeer pardon, Sir, yfter wn)ng-^J*er 
wrong — Drama ii the legeetimate child of the Mu^. 

Frank. PhaW ! A puling, rickety, mifbegotten brat ! 
Dull as December funs \ Fogs that diAort Nature, damp 
thft fancy, and chill the very foul of wit. 

M'Car. (Knacking his hat) Ajr, Sir— I fee, Sir— as y« 
iay^ye arc bent on damnation— tis varra plain^-The poet 
may rack his brains and wafte his days and nights, and 
raife his hopes, and, after years of Audy, obfervation, and 
anxiety, may come nt length and place his laft ftake, on 
whech his varra being depends, on the deceefion and ap- 
probation of the Idle, the egnorant, the arrogant, and the 

riotous 
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riotoai, who aflamble in knots* predetermined to condemn, 
becaafe to damn an author ii damned high fun ! 
' Frank, Ha, ha, ha ! Nothing can equal it ! 

M'Car. No marvel that Wefdom is daily met fliiveriD^ 
in the Areeta, . and Genius hiding his nakednefs in a blanket! 

Wilt. Never fear, Mr. M'Camock, my friend Fraoklf 
it a good-natured fellow. 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha ! Not I, indeed 

AtCtar. ffraliingahauj Troth, Sir, I'U tak ye«r word 
for't. 

** Frank. (PulUmg tat a tateaUJ Here ! Here ii the po- 
'* tent inAniment ! 

" M'Car. (incrte/ing his pact J Yas, ya« — I fee yeet 
** provided — I fee what I'm to expaft. 

« Frank. You, Mr. M'Carmock! Why, ha, ha, ha! 
** You are not the author— ^ome, go with us, and lend 
** ut a hand — Here; 111 provide you with a weapon. 

*• ATCar. (Eagerly taking the catcall) Thank y^ Sir \ 
** Thank ye ! — ye need na fiear — ^I'll apply jt properly. 
*• (Putting it in his puket.) 

** Frank. Ha, ha, ha ! No doubt'— I've a conple more 
** for myfelf and friend. (Shtwinr them) 
. •* ATCar. Ye have ! Ah, ha ! Yas, yas— ye laid in a 
•• flock"— Who wad na be an author ! (H'iping bit fire- 
head.) 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha ! 'Tis the pleafimtefl trade upon 
•anh. 

MCar, Varra plaifant ! Varra delightful ! An author 
on a firll night is ai happy as Lucifer himfelf. 

mu. Let ut begone^ We fhall get oo plarat ! We 
flian't hear a word ! 

M'Car. No matter for that — ^Ye may heft with the 
fafer confcience — (Going) I wiih ye mnch fport — Don't 
Ipara the poor devil ! 

ma. Calm your fears, Mr. M'Camock. Frankly, I 
tell yon is a good-natured fellow — With refped to the 
audience, I have often feen too much lenity exerclfed, but 
UDJuft rigor never. And as to myfelf, though I will not 
applaud what I cannot approve, 1 would rather rob on 
the high way, than commit the double crime of robbing 
ap author of hit property, and murdering his fame. 

Exeunt enuies. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONjE. 



Count WtrVing^ 


- 


Mr; Quick. 


CmnI Kilitrgt 


- 


Mr. Aickin. 


Barm Thercif 


. 


Mr. Farren. 


Dtniilk, 


- 


Mr. Holman. 


Ibmrnir, 


. 


Mr. Willfon.' 


Htn,,, 


. 


Mf . Blascbanl 


w.mim. 


- 


Mr. Bernard. 


S„phm, 


. 


Mr.Crofs. 


Servant f 


. 


Mr. Evatt. 


MflfiHg^, 


- 


Mr. Farley. 


W O M 


E 


N. 



Mri. DtrviUtf - ■ - Mrs. Pope. 
Jtdthiitf (hir Strvani) - Mrj. Mattocks. 

Scmtt The GERMAN HOTEL.- 
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A COMEDY. 



ACT I. 

SCENE, a Hall m the Hotel, common to three 
Chambers, with one Door in the center, and 
one OH each Side', Mrs. DorviXle embroidering, 
and Adelaide knotting. 

Enter Rummer abruptly, half drunk. 
Rummer. 

X WANT my money — Zounds! How you flare ! 
My money — My rent. 

Mrs. Dor. Help me, dear Adelaide, to move this 
hard-hearted man. 

Rum. I hard hearted ! Nobody underftands good 
nature or good breeding better— only pay me my 
money. 

jidel. My dear Mr. Rummer— 

Rum. Plhaw ! My rent. 
iel. lAftde.'] The brute! 

B Mr^. 
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■ Mrs. Dor. I only requeft 4 week. 

Rum. A week ! My money by to-morrow at noon, 
or — you fee-^there is the door — I'm a man of my 
word [£*(/. 

Mrs. Dor. We are undone, Adelaide ! 

Adel. Hope better, my dear miftrefs. 

Mrs. Dor. Who fhall aid us? — Aid! Afltaid! 
Accept of aid! See myfelf pitied ! — Oh, barbarians I 

Mel. There flill are feeling hearts to be found. 

Mrs. Dor. Where? 

Mel. Few are acquainted with your mlsfortunci, 
(ind perhaps no one with their full extent. I, Ma- 
dam, only knew you were come here to foften the 
anger of an irritated father ; and though I did flot 
think you abfolutely rich, I little fufpefted the dreads 
ful indigence— Pardon the expreiEon — 

Mrs. Dor. I would have concealed my wants even 
from myfelf, for I know how want e:?pofe5 us to con- 
tempt. 

Adel. How glad am I that you condefcend to truft 
me thus far — I will (how you that your Adelaide has 
a gratefiil heart — ^Perhaps you think me very poor. 

Mrs. Dor, (Sertoujly) hAt:\axAc~~( changes her man-^ 
ner) How is my child, my dear Emily ? 

Mel. She is perfectly recovered — (timidly) Would 
you — but permit me — I have money — Indeed, Ma^ 
dam, I would not offend you-i- . 

Mrs. Dor. \ muft Infift ! — Why do you weep ! 

Adel. To fee myfelf defpifed. 

Mrs. JDor. No, my good girl ; tbou haft a nobl? 
tieart. 

Enter Henry, followed by DorvUle, 
Where is shy mafter ? 
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Men. Coming up. Madam — but— 
Mrs. Ddr. A light ! Q^ick, quick, Adelaide. 
[Adelaide takes a light to theftair head, Dorvillo 
enters, and throws him/elf into an arm chair. ^ 

(Runi to her hujband) My dcareft DorvUle— ^what is 
:hc matter ? Your eyes fparkle with anger — ^you ter- 
rity me ! What has happened ? 
Dor. Oh the monfter ! 
Mrs. Dor. You make me fliudder ! 
Dor. Pardon tne, dear girl ! The i^cal liaS put 
me beyond myfelf. 
Mrs. Dor. Who } 

Dor> This Frodenval — Daily to flatter my hopes 
with the promife of a place, ftrip me of the tittle I 
had left, then to tell me it was predifpofed' of — he is 
forry— I muft have patience ! — But let liim beware ! 
Mrs. Def. My dear Dorville ! 
Dor. Poor, unfortunate girl ! — (Alienee) Has tht 
landlord been with you ? 
Mrs. Dor. He has. 
Dor. And did he threaten ? 
Mrs. Dor. You know his manner— 
Dor. Yes ; he has juft given me a fpecimen— It 
was lucky for him that he efcaped — (Silence) I fee no 
Other means ! (Starts up) 

Mrs. Dor. Where are you going, DorVille ? 
Dor. (DiftraBedly) I will be back prefently. 
Mrs. Dor. It is dark ! Where Would you go, ? 
What would you do ? Have pity on your unhappy 
family ! 

Dor. Pity ! t ! Who had ever pity on me ? Let 
me go — (Changes his tone) My dear Clariffa, let m6 
go I Will either fee thee happy, or — (Breaks away) 

[£xit. 
fii Mrs. 
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Mrs. Dor. Help ! Adelaide ! Dbrville. {^Folkwitt^. 

Adel. I am terrified to death! Run, Henry^ 

do not lofe fight of him — {Exit Henry.}— I (hudder 
for the confequences. 

Mrs. T>Qr. (Returning) He is gone ! (FaUs in a 
chair) Rage is" in his eye, and defpair in his heart. 

jidel. Becalm, Madam !—5ome one knocks — Be 
calm ! [Adelaide goes to the door with a tight. 

Enter Baron Thorck. 

Baron. Good evening, my lovely coufin. 

Mts. Dor. Did not you meet my hufband. Sir? 

Bar. As I entered, fome one paffed me as if he 
were fiuntic ! Was that Dorville? 

Mrs. Dor. It was. 

Bar. How ? What has happened ? You feem much 
affefted ! 

Mrs. Dor. Oh, Sir ! 

Adel. (A/ide to the Baron) We are undone ! The 
creditors ! — The landlord will not fuffer us to re- 
main in the houfe. 

Bar. How! 

Adel. And your friend, Mr. Frodenval — 

Mrs. Dor. Woe to unfufpefting 'generofity I Tit 
ever the dupe of the defigning ! 

Bar. But what has he done ? 

Adel. Robbed my matter pf the linlc money he 
had left. 

Bar. Robbed ? 

AdeL Worfe — Cajoled ! — Made him hope for a 
place! 

Bar. And has deceived him !— (Ta Ms. DOTville) 
Yhy fo melancholy. Madam ? 

Mn. 
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Mrs. Dor, Forgive this rudenefs. Sir; I cannot 
fubdue my grJef. ' 

Bar. (Seating hmfelf befide Mrs. Dorville) Oh 
how I pity you 1 — I did not fufpe^ your misfortunes 
were fo great — Nay they are greater than even you 
yourfelf fuppofe ! 
. Mrs. Der. What have you been faying, Adelaide ? 

Bar. Do not blame her — 1 fliould have heard 
all — But why not grant me your confidence?— Alas! 
You would even be happy, had you nothing to fear 
but the impatience of your creditors, and the knavery 
©f Frodenval — But — I tremble to think — 

Mrs. Dor. What do you mean ? [Rifes, 

Bar. Forgive me ! — I may be wrong. 

Mrs. Dor. Is this afting like a friend. Sir? You, 
twenty times yefterday began to fpeak, and were 
twenty times abruptly fiknt — 'You have excited the 
moft dreadful fears! I conjure you, be explicit! 

Bar. It muft— Yet — &ould I be miftaken. 

Mrs. Dor. I perceive I am imerefted in your fecret. 
Some new, fome unknown misfortune — Has my fa- 
ther ? 

Bar. No, Madam. He knows not that you are in 
this city. 

Mrs. Dor. Speak then — relieve rae from his cruel 
fufpenfe ! 

Bar. Why Ihould I difturb your peace ! 

Mrs. Dor. Heaven ! 

Bar. iAfide, hut purpofely loud enough for Mrs. D. to 
hear) Imprudent that I am! Why were not my lips 
clofed ? 

Mrs. Dor. You keep me in agony. What has 
happened ! I muft know. 

£ Lovely .wonian ! Unfortunate wife! Yet 

Dorviile 
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Dorville is my fnend. Oh I WouM that I could 

doubt of his guilt ! 

Mrs. Dor. His guilt ! 

[Baron Shrugs his^Jhoulders anifighu 

AM. Were this poffiblc ! 

Mrs. Bfyr. What, Adelaide? 

Adel. Mr. Dorville has fecret canneftions, on 
whom his money has been wafted, and not on 
Frodenval — ^This is what I heard our landlord mutter, 
though I could not, cannot credit it ! 

Mrs. T>or. Oh mercy 1 

Bar. Adelaide has relieved me from the pain of 
uttering a fecret fo &tal. Oh (hamcful ! At the very 
moment when his friends were redoubling their 
efforts to reconcile you both to Count Werling, my 
kinfman, and your irritated lather, thus to difgracc 
himfelf ! Thus to indulge liis irregular appetites! 

Mrs. Dor. O Dorville ! 

Bar. Sweeteft, beft of women, ho* are you to be 
pitied? during fix years with him have you fupportcd 
poverty, and all its infuks. Purfued by the unrelent- 
ing hatred of your family, you have facrificed health, 
rank, riches, parental tendernefs, nay the world's 
Cftecm! — And for whom? For an ungrateful, felfc 
man ! whofe diffipa 

Mrs. Dor. Forbear, Sir. What can induce you thus 
to fpeak of your friend ? 

Bar, Pardon me ! It was wrong. My zeal for 
your — It may be calumny :_ he may yet be worthy or 
our cfteem— (ifa// afide) Ah! Why am I too well 
convinced he is not ? — My heart, Madam, hke yoiir 
own, has its pangs — friendihip" and love are both 
fij^ggUi^g to conceal his — crimes ! 

Bxter 
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E«/cr Rummer, with a candle m each handj 
followed by Count Kolbcrg in a travelling drefs. 
William and Stephen with the luggage. 

Rum. This way. Sir — ^Pleafe to follow me. Sir. 

[Rummer, the Count, &? c, cro/s and go 
off at the center door. 
Bar. What docs this mean ? Have flrangers ad- 
miflion into your apartments. Madam ? 

Jdel. The rooms on the right do not belong to 
ffiy miftrefs. This is a common hall to the flory. 

Re-enter Rummer. 

Bar. Pray, Mr. Rummer, why do you lodge 
Grangers in that chamber ? 

Rum. That is my bufinefs — I belieye I am mailer 
of this houfe, your honour. 
, Adel. That we know you are. 

Rum. I have no words to wafte on you, Mifs Pert, 
except— ^^ my money! Do you mind me? My 
money. 

Jdel. A little patience, Mr. Rummer. 

Rum. Patience is a blockhead — I have too much 
patience. 

Bar. I believe you forget your company. Sir. 

Rum. A figo for company that don't pay their bill, 
your horjour. 

Re-enter Stephen. 

Now, knave! Where had you hid yourfclf? Make 
}iafl:e ! Let the gendeman have his fupper. 

Stepb'. 
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Steph. The gentleman will have no fupper. 

Rum. No fupper ! 

Ste^h. He will neither eat nor drink. 

Rum. (Afide to Stephen.) But he fhall pay— —Put 
down, " to fupper, five Ihillings." — He ought to 
have Cupped.' " ' — - 

jfdel. (Overbearing.) Very true. 

Rum. 1 was not fpeaking to you. — " And two 
" bottles of wine to the poftilions," 

Stepb. The poftilions had no wine. 

Adel. But they ought to have had. 

Rum. Follow my orders. — (Aloud.) And, do yoa 
hear, lock the great gates. 

Bar. You furcly forget, Mr. Rummer, that I am 
here. 

Rum. Why perhaps I know my own bufinefs al- 

nioft as well as you do, your honour. Go ; make 

memoraiidums as I bid you, and come when I call. — 
[Exit Stephen.} — If I have taken a glafs or two, 
why the wine was my own —7 1 want my money ! — 
I'll wait no longer. — Do you underftand me. Ma- 
dam > 

Mrs. Dor. Take whatever you can find. 

[Rointing to her afartment. 

Rvm. Take what? There is nothing to take— I 
■want my money. 

Bar. You begin to be infufferable, Mr. Ruintner. 
What is the amount of your bill ? 

Rum. Will you pay it, your honour ? 

Bar. Yes : deliver it to-morrow. 

Rum, To-morrow ! 

Bar. Do as I bid you. 

Rum. Oh, oh ! that alters the face of afiairs — — 
Madam, I'm your very humble fervant. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Dor. (To the Baron.) Sir ! 

Bar. Be not offended. Madam — To oblige you is 
my great^ pleafurc. 

Rum. To be fure it is — I am obliging myfelf — only 
let me have my money. 

Mrs. Dor. (Afide.) O pride ! O (hame ! I muft 
fubmit. 

Adel. You are very obliging indeed, Mr. Rum- 
mer ! 

Rum. Why look you, it is much the fame to me 
whether I hear a magpie or a chambermaid chatter — 
and fo— — What was I going to fay? — Oh! — Is Mr. 
Dorville come in ? 

Mel. Don't you fee he is not ? 

Rum. Hem ! It feeras to me now, that fince he 
loves his diverlion, he might as well fpend his money 
in my houfc— ^Stephen ! Why Stephen !• 

Enter Stephen half ajleep. 

Stepb. Did you call, father ? 

Rum. Is that your manners, lirrah, to gape befort 
gentlefolk. ? You muft fit up for Mr. Dorville. 

Step^. Ye — es. 

Rum. I'll teach you breeding, booby, before a 
lady who does me tlie honour to lodge in my hotel ! 
Begone! Or — —[Exit Stephen.] — They tell me he 
is my own fon — Baw ! Not a drop of his father's 
blood in his veins. A clownilh hound ! — Have you 
any commands for me, your honours ? — None ? — 
Why then good night, Madam; and good night, 
Sir : and to-morrow 

Bar. Ay, ay, — (Afide to Rummer.) I have fome- 
ihing to communicate to-morrow. 

Rum. (Aftde.) Hem ! ^Exit. 

C Mar. 
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Bar. Tis paft twelve. — (Looking at bis watch.) 

Mrs. Dor. And Dorville comes not ! 

Bar. Be calm. Madam. Why entertain fufpi- 
cioDS ? Why odd torture to affliction ? — (Haifafide.) 
— A woman fo lovely, left, wrong'd, contemn'd ! 
The barbarian ! 

Mn. Dor. (fVilh her eyes fixed on the Baron.) Are 
you a friend — a true friend ? — Or are yoii— — 

Bar. (fVitb his handkerchief to his face.) Oh ! Ma- 
dam, could your fevcre yet beauteous eyes but read 
my heart. — No matter — Should my friend return to- 
night — Yet, no — ^TcU him not what my feelings are 
—Let not the flighteft reproach efcape your lips — ^It . 
were an aft of terror ! — His hatred to me would be 
unconquerable — A fcene might cnfue !— A fccnc too 
horrible for thought ! — Adelaide be cautious. 

[£r// howing. 

Mm. Dor. Oh Dor\'ille ! What falfe ! Falfe to thy 
Clariffa ! No : 'tis the envenomed tongue of malice. 
—Can it, Adelaide, can it be ? 

Adel. I hope, I think not, Madam. Yet what 
can I anfwer? The Baron is a man fo refpedable, 
and a friend fo generous 

Mrs. Dor. But he may, he muft have been de- 
ceived — Yet where is Dorville ! Where at this mo- 
ment is he ! — His defpair may have led him to de- 
ftruftion! — ^Unnatural father ! Thy hatred, thy cru- 
elty, have dug the pit into which we have fallen 

(alarmed.) — Did not you hear a knocking at the 
gate? 

Mel, (Lifiening.) No, Madam. 

Mrs. Dor, 'Tis the hour of danger and death. 

Adel. Do not encourage terror, Madam; you know 
he fometimes ftays out later. 

Mrs. Dor. But he never left me thus — Thou 
knowft 



A C O M E D Y. II 

knowft him, Adelaide ! — His parting words refound 
in my ear— I will either fee thee happy, or— — 
Dreadful infinuadon ! 

AM. How pale you are ! You terr^y me. Madam. 

Mrs. Dor. Thou knowft that marble-hearted maa 
Count Werling, my once tender father, he who' ab- 
jured his child ! — When I am dead, when- his prayers 
are heard, go to him : tell him his difinhcrited Cia- 
rifla, driven from his paternal bofoni, bleffed him 
with her partiiig breath : prdeut my child, my 
Emily to him ; and Ihould he reject her, ftiould he 
be thus barbarous, prefs her to thy heart, Adelaide, 
and let her be thy daughter ! 

Mel. Talk not of dying. Madam.— ("Lj^fW.^I 
hear a noife ! 

Mrs. Dor. (Alarmed.) Hark ! 

Adel. Perhaps it is my mafter. 

Mrs. Dor. Quick, a candle. 

Rummer burjis into the chamhery m his ntgbh 
cap, &c.t Jolkwed by Henry. 

Kum. I told you fo ! I told you how it would be ! 

Mrs. Dor. Heavens ! 

Adel. What! 

Rum, He Is dead ! Stark dead ! 

\Mrs, Dorville_^»ij in a chair* 

AM. Who is dead ? Who ? 

Rum. Your mafter !— Aik Henry, he faw it all. 

Adel. Oh, my dear miftrefs ! Help, Henry I Help, 
good Mr. Rummer ! 

Rum. What would you have me do ? I am no 
dodor! 

C % Mel 
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Aiel, Where fliall I get help?— Pray, Sir !— Dear 
Sirl— 

Rum. Stay, ftay, I'll fetch you a glafs of water. . 

Mrs. Dor. (Recovering.) Is he dead?— [9o Henry .J 
— ^peak! 

Hen. (fVeeping.) I don't know. Madam; but I 
amafr^ — 

Mrs. Dor. Where is he ? Where ? How did you 
leave him ? 

Hen. I followed him. Madam, as faft as I could, 
butwhenheperceivedme, he turned fuddenly round, 
and bade me come and tell you. Madam, that he was 
gone in fearch of Mr. Frodenval. I endeavoured 
to fpeak, but he drew his fword, and fo I was obliged 
to keep at a diftance : but I did not lofe fight of 
him ; fo I faw him walk backward and forward, till 
at laft Mr. Frodenval came out of a coffce-houfe ; fo 
then I heard the ctafhing of fwords, and called as 
loud as I could for help ; fo before the guards came 
lip, I faw my mafter at his length on the pavement, 
bathed in his blood ! 

[Afrj. Dorville/iiB/j. 

Mel. She is dying ! She is dead 1 Oh goodnefs ! 
Help ! Take hold ! 
[iiznry and Adelaide carry Mrs.Thiv'ille off in a chair. 

, Re-enter Rummer with a glafs of water in one 
hand and brandy in the other. 

Rum. Here — I have brought you wMer of two 
forts ; your fimple water and your ftrong water. 

Re-enter Henry, 

Here, recommend this to yOur miftrefs — Double 
dimUed— 

Htn, 
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Hen. What, brandy! 

Rum. The balfam of life — Never fails in a fainting 
fit. 

Hen. Leave us to ourfelves. {Exit, 

Rum. Well, if you won't have it I will — (Drinks.) 
I know what is good for myfelf. — Henry ! Henry ! 

Hen, (Within.) What do you want ? 

Rum. Though you don't like my brandy, perfiaps 
you may my water. 

Enter Henry. 

Hen. Oh yes ; give me the water [Exit. 

Ram. Ha, ha, ha ! The blockhead ! — (Drinks.) 
Henry ! Henry ! Do you hear ! Lo — lo — lock your 
<3oors I Pu — pu — put out your candles ! Take care 
of your fire. — Poh ! Hoc ! 1 know what I am about. 
^(Reels.) — And Henry ! — (Louder.) Why Henry ! 

Hen. (Within.) What do you want ? 

Rum. (RecoUeEling.) Don't make fuch a nolle ? -~^ 
Hufh ! Don't wake the gentleman 1 — (Reels.) Go 
foberly to bed ! — Dorville dead — Excellent !— The 
wife a widow — Juft what we wi(h ! — The Baron will 
have her — (Staggers toward the door.) — We — we are 
in high luck — A man murdered — and a man to be 
jnamed — Humph ! — Why that js what may be called 
—death and the devil. 



SUP OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE, "The Haul 

Enter the Baron. 
Barony (hokitig round.) 



HERE is this landlord ! I thought I few hitn 
this moment. '[Enter Rummer.J There- is no 
comer, Mr, Rummer, in all your Hotel, in which a 
man is not afraid of being overheard. 

Rum. So much the better. The more guefts the 
more money. 

Bar. I have but a word to fay. (^Looking..') Are 
we fafc ? 

Rum. Come a little this way— And now-^I wiih 
you joy ! 

Bar, Of what? 

Rum. There's a queftion ! You do not know that 
Dorville is dead I 

Bar. I know he's alive. 

Rum. How ! Did not Henry bring the news ? 

Bar. He was miftaken. His matter fell, the guard 
came up, Frodenval fled, and Dorville, flighdy 
wounded, was feized. 

Rum. Well, but he is in prifon then ? 

Bar. The governor has fet him free, at myrequeft. 

Rum. At your requ^ft ! 
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Sar, At mine. 

Rum. And why ? 

Bar. That I may make a merit of the afl: to Mrs. 
DorviUe. Not to mention, that, had he continued 
in the hands of juftice, diTcoveries might have been 
made— I have a better projea— Within this hour he 
■will be privately fecured by the Count. 

Kum. {Half frirhtentd.) Does the Count know he 
lodges at my hotel ! 

Bar. By no meajis. I informed him that Dorville 
was concealed in the city, but was careful not' to 
mention where. I have fo taken my meafures that I 
will warrant you we have neither of us any thing to 
fear. 

Rum. Well, well. Yet, do you know, I was 
thinking of all this t'other day, and — 

Bar. And what ? 

Rum. Will you take my advice ? 

Bar. Let me hear it. 

Rum. Why Ihould not yon go and plainly tell the 
Count— Sir, I love your daughter — ^Yes, Sir, I am 
in love with her. Sir — And— and — and then theCount 
would have Dorville carried oiF 

Bar. And the marriage contract annulled — 

Rum. To be fure ! And then the lady is your own. 

Bar. You midake. She would hate me for having 
deceived her hulband. Befide, an explanation might 
take place between the father and daughter — No ; I 
muft infpire her with jealoufyj muft make her hate an 
ungrateful hufband. 

Rum. Well, I have always faid you were as 
cunning as the — You fee I do all I can to ferve you. 
I dun, I torment, I overcharge them., Ob! if you 
had but heard mc laft night. 

Bar. 



i6 The GERMAN HOTEL; 

Bar. Yes ; but hereafter you muft be a little more 
dvil. Endeavour to gain her confidence, to 

Rtm. Ob leave me^alone ! I know more tricks than 
one. 

Bar. Succeed onlyin this, and you ftiall immediately 
be paid die hundred ducats. 

Rum. Oh, Sir! — ^But, talking of ducats, lafl: night 
you know you — ^you promifed to pay — Mr. Dorviile's 
bill. — There it is. 

Bar. Pooh ! You know very well what I meant by 
that. 

Rum. You meant to pay, to be fure. I muff have 
my money. 

Bar. Here, here; take thefe two piftoles; they 
are your own. 

Rum. Humph ! — Why— Indeed — But the bill. 

Bar. You may depend on my word — Do not fiiil 
to tell them it is paid. (Looks tound.) We muft not 
be fcen together. I will go and inform Mrs. Dorville 
her hulband is fafe, and at liberty — I muft fhow the 
cxcefs of my friendfliip for him — Be cautious ! [Exit. 

Rum. Ha ! you are too cautious I fee to pay my 
bill — ^Things feem to look promifing, but_l dont 
know what may be the up{hot of all this. I will lie, 
and cheat, as much as you pteafe, good Mr. Baron, 
to oblige you ; but then my money — Oh, I muft 
have my money. 

JEn/^r William mjlippersy hh hair m papers. 

IVilU Good day, landlord — (Looking round.) Who 
were you talking to ? ' 

Rum. Myfelf. Have you any tiling to fay to 
that > 

fViU. Nothing — only let my mafter have his break- 
&fi : he is going out. 
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Rum. So early 1 

ff^ll. In lefs than an hour ; make hafte. 

Rum. Pleafe not to be in a hurry. 

If^U. You feem to be a very civil landlord 1 

Rsm. Seem to be ! I think I am. 

miL No doubt. 

Rum. Hark you ! Who is your m^er ? 

ffllL My matter is Why do you alk ? 

Rum. Becaufe I want to know. What's his name } 
fFilU I have a bad memory— can't remember 



Rum. What's his rank 1 

fVtll. , His rank ? He— You've a great deal of 
cunolity. 

Rum. To be fure I have ! If we do qot know the 
rank of our gucfts, we may either pay them too much 
refpeft or not enough. 

Will. You need nta be afraid of the too much, 
(Goingy turns back.) • -Oh ! 1 forgot— where doe* 
Count Werhng live ? 

Rum., Count Werling ! Wliat do you want with 
him? 
. fVill. I want to know the houfe where he lives. 

Rum. I have a bad memory — Can't remember 
boufes. 

fVtll. No ! then I muft enquire of fomebody that 
can. Hollo I Waiter ! Young man ! (Callinj; to fame 
one behind the fcenei.) Where does Count Wcr 

Rum. Claps his hand on his mouth and looks cau- 
tioujly round.) Zounds ! How you bawl ! He lives 
in the great fquare. 

mil Thank you. ^ing. 

Rum And if your mafl^r has any favour to folicit 
•f the Count, I—I may beof fervic* to him- 

D Wtlk 
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mil. You I 

Rum. I— provided— 

fTtll. Provided ! 

Sum. Yes, provided — ^I hare a brother who, lifiti 
the Count every day. 

frai. Indeed ! ' 

Rum. Yes, indeed! Wbere's the wonder? Be- 
tween ourfclves, my brother is the Count'a — barber. 

IFilL His barber ! Gad we're in luck. A barber, 
without 3 joke, is often a man of confequence. Well, 
do not fail to recommend us to- the pretention of 
your brother, the barber, and in the mean time- fiend 
ID my matter's breakfaft. f£e//. 

Rum. What can he want with Count Wertiog ? 
They may be friends ! The Count may return lac 
vifit, and m^et his daughter here !- The baroa muft 
be told of this direitly— dircftly. 

Enter Adelaide. 

Mel. Good morrow. Sir. Will you fend in o«r 
breakfaft ? 

Rum. Don't be in a huny. Will the Baron flay 
long with your raiftrefs ? 

Mel. I can't fay. Are you waiting frr him ? 

Rum. Hu — m— No, no — I only want to — hyowr 
raillrefs better ? 

MeL Yesj heaven be ptaifed ! 

Rum. A bad huA>aDd is a bad thing — Given to 
women— If I had not been a tender-hearted fool, 
you would have taken up- your lodgings in the llrect 
laft night — But I miift have my money. 

Jdel. (Smiles ) Still your money ! 

Rum. Yes, ftill my money. It's no laughing 

matter. The baionhas.not paid roe, and 

AdeL 
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Adel. Has not p^d yoa t 
Rttttt. No, I fay has not paid me. 
Jdel. Afloniftiing ! He this minute told my mlftrdTi 
he had. 

Rum. Maybcfo. He may have told your miftrefs; 
and he may meaa to pay me ; or fie may npt. 
Jdei. What is the amount of your bill ? 
Ritm. What bufinrfs is that of yours ? 
Adel. You are very infolstit ! 
S.tm. infoteM 1 lafolent ! 
Jtdet. I want to know the fum. I mean W pay th* 
biU. 

Rum. You I 
AJeJ. I— quick, quick! 
Rum. You pay my bill ! Ha, ha, ha ! 
Mel Yes, I. 

Rum. Oh ho ! We (hall foon fee Aat— You pay 
jny bill ! Ha, ha, ha ! Here ; here it is. To din- 
ners, fuppers, coffee, tea, &c. &c. for the fface of 
two months and one day, thirty pounds feventeen 
Ihillings and fixpence. 

Mil. Thirty potinds, fevcnteoi (hillings, and fix- 
pence ! 

Rum. To a farthing. 
Mel. Mr. R\immer ! 
Rum. Well! 

Mel. You— you have cert^nly forgotten the wine 
for the poftillions ! 

Rum. I fee you mean to put me in a pa(iion. 
Adel. You ought to be a(hamed, Mr. Rummer, of 
your charge, knowing- how little we have hW, and 
the mehuicholy fiiuation of my poor miftrefs . 

D 2 ^''** 
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Rum. What's W melancholy ficuadon to me ? I 
muft have my money ; or, do you mind me, no 
breakfaft. 

Mel. (4fide.) Wretch !— You Oiall have your 
money. Sir! 

Rum. ShaU ! 

jtJeL (Takes out her pocket book.") Here Is a bill, 
payable at tight, on your neighbcHjr, Mr. Mandel, 
the merchant. It is for a hunted piftoles. Get the 
money, and give me the rem^der. 

Rum. a hundred ' — (Reads,) Pleafe to pay to Ade- 
laide ArkhoUz— Why fure ! And do you meaa to 
pay the debts of your miftrefs ! 

jfJel. I mean to pay you. Sir — Pleafe to give me 
your bill and receipt— And rake efpccial care not to 
give my miffarefs the leall hint. 

Rum. Tliis is excellent ! 

jideU Make hafte — -and remember — fecrecy ! 

Rum. (SmiUng to bimfelf.) So, fo ! Sne's rich, I 
find ! — Hahdfome ! — ^Would juft fuit my Stephen— 
or — Egad Ihe would juft fuit myfelf — Stephen's a 
booby ! I'm the man — Zounds ! Here this fellow 
comes again — Would have opened my mind to her.— 
(Aloud.) I'll run and receive the money, and then— 
you and I will talk furdSer. (St^'f^aittif.) [JEri/, 

Enter William. 

fnil. (Perceivmr Adelaide asjhe erojfes.) Gadzooks 
this is a pretty girl T Your humble fervant, feir maid. 
If I don't miflake you are the lovely attendant <rf 
that handfome lady, whom we vellerday faw in the 
hall. 

Adel. At your fervice, Sjr. And you the fiiithfbl 
follower of the old gentleman, whole portmanteau 
you was carrying. 

mil, 
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ma. Hem ! The very lame. 

M^L Pray, may I be permitted to aflt— . 

ma. Yes, yes, 

Jdfl. Who that gentleman is } 

ma. Hu— mph— That gentleman is — incognito. 

Adel. And his nameis— - — 

Wia. Is— is— a fecret. But who are you, mycharm- 
uig girl ' Who is your miftrefs ? 

/Idel, Hu — mpb — my — miftrefs Js — incc^nitt). 

ma. ffa ! that's odd enough. May I— - 

Adel. Hufb ! Here comes my miftrefs. 

mtU. Then good by for the prefent, I muft attend 
my mafter. 

Enter Mrs. Dorville. 

Mrs. Dor. Who is that young man ? 

uideL The fervant of our new neighbour. But 
where is the Baron, Madam ? 

Mrs. Dor. He went down the back flairs. I have 
been unjuft to him, Adelaide ; he is a generous and 
£ncere niend. To him am I indebted for my huf- 
band's freedom. 

Jdek But, why. Madam, are you continually in 
tears } 

Mrs. Dor. Have I not caiife? — This quarrel with 
Frodenval! Thefe fufpicions of the Baron's, who 
imagines Frodenval to be enamoured of the miftrefs 
of my ungrateful husband !— Oh ! fhould his fufpicions 
be true! 



Enter 
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Enter Stephen, taking caffti mit the Chamier of 
the Count, and Kummer tvith a tea-board,' 

Rum. (^IVtth grtat ctvUitj') Good mcRXoWj Ma- 
dam ! I wilh you a very good morrow I I have 
brought you your tea. 

Mrs. Dor. Why did you lake that trouble your- 
felf. Sir ? 

Rum. Oh, Madam, I think it no trouble to wait 
upon you, Madam ! — That is, now that I am paid — 
All is right, Mifs ; I hare feen Mr. Muidel ; be will . 
letul me the money in an hour. 

Mrs. Dor. What money ? (Adelaide makesfigns to 
Rummer which Mrs. Dorville perceives.) 1 beg. Sir, 
you would inform me what money. 

Rum. Why — it is — You fee Mifs is making more 
figns. Madam — Lord! Mifs, you tflay depend_onmy 
difcretion ! 

Mel. So it feems ! 

Rum. Bu( pitMnife not to Seer at me any more, or 
rU tell all. 

MtL Better and better ! 

Rum. What matters it to me ? I (hall have my 
money, (o I leave you to fettle aSairs with Madam. 

Mrs. Dor. I infift, Mr. Rummer, on your bang 
explicit. 

Rum. Why, Madam, the thing is this. Mifs has 
given me a good bill, and I (hall be paid. 

Mrs. Dor. For what ? 

Rum, There's a queffion ! For your board and 
lodging, Madam. 

Mrs, Dor. Mine ! The Baron promifed— — 

Rum, 
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Rum-^ Yd i The. Baron promi&d, and Mifs per- 
formed. 

Mrs. Dor, Yoa forget, AtMaide, what I faid to you 
hik nigbt ! h is I, Mr. Rununer, who axa in your 
debt ; and I beg you to return hei: bill. 

Rum. Return ! Ha, ha, ha ! That's good. Re- 
turn ? When ? A bird in the hand— Settle it between . 
you. — (^/ifide..') However I muft find out what all 
this means \ 

[Exit Rummer with the tea, and returns to lijen.- 

Mrs. Dor. Adelaide ! — We muft part. Perhaps I 
fliall find feme means to repay you the money. . 

j^del. It was but yefterday. Madam,, that you 
kindly appointed me the fecond mother of your 
Emily. 

Mrs. Dor. 1 did ; but 

/idet. nii not give up my claim. I'll fooner be 
Ipurned, fooner pecilh? Did not I tell you. Madam, 
lome time ago, t!iat a rich relation had made a will in 
my favour ? This relation is dead. I received a re- 
mittance yefterday. 

Mrs. Dor. I am glad to hear of your good fortune. 

Adel. A thouland times you have told me, Madam, 
that were you wealthy I Hiould never want. I am a rich 
girl, and you at prefent are poor. I am your fellow 
creature, though your femant. Will you refufe me 
the comtnon privilege of affifting a miftrefs whom I 
dearly love. 

Mrs. Dor. Adehiide ! {Silsnce.) My friend ! (Em- 
bra£es her with tran/port.) My heft friend ! I have 
wronged thee. 

Rum. Zounds now its very moving ! I can't be- 
lieve my eyes — She certainly is a fort of a good kind 
of girl. 

.Adel. What, Sir, you have been watching us > 

Rum, 
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■ Rum. Humph ! — I only had a— peep. But vrhat 
«fthat? 

Jtiel. Tou are paid. Sax i leave us. 

Ram. Well, well ; no airs, and I'll do any thing 
to oblige you— Do now let mc fpeak a word m pn- 
vate with you. 

JJel. Ptcfently, prefently. 

Mum. And I in the mean time will go and fludy 
what to fay. ££*//. 

Enter Henry, andjoon ajter Dorvillc. 

Hen. (^oyoujly^ Here he is. Madam ! Here is my 
mafter! 

Dorville atiers with an air of gloom. 

r 

Mrs. Dor. (^Running and affeBionateJy catching hit 
hands.) Ah ! Dorville ' 

Dsr. Clarifla! I have alarmed, have ^ven you 
pain. 

Mrs. Dor. But you are returned, and alt my griefi 
are forgotten. 

Dor. I and misfortune are returned t<^;ether. 

Mrs. Dor. Misfortune } 

Dor. 'Tis my (hadow, 'tis myfelf. But for mc, 
Claris would be happy ! 

Mrs, Dor. Cruel ! Happy without thee ! 

Dor. Melt not my heart by tears— The hour ap- 
proaches when we mxift for ever fcparate I Steel your 
DC^om and weep not. 

Mrs, Dor, Separate ! Part for ever f Why could 
you, Dorville? Could you? 

Dor. 
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An abyls opens beneath mf feet! LeaTc iiii,.liWliftli1 
Foifake me ; or with me be inguli^ef^l- 

Mrs. Lor. Aj, with you. Foi&ke 1 Abaktoamx 
^uib^pd !. 

Pcr^ Or penfik! I have- oetr whoRwith to. prbvi^ 
dice food ; ao, poc bread. What^ beg wlu. me I 
Aik chari^o^ t2i« rich aod infoloic! And, whea 
aiked, who would grant ? Amid the tanh riou ot 

gluttony behold my wife*, my child expire with 
ungcrT 

Mrs.- Dor. We arc not yet thus wretched i there 
Rill is human kindhefs ; we ffilT have friends. 
Dor. Traitors ! 

- Mrs. Dor. The Bvon 

Dor. {Abruptly,') I4 he your fiien4» or mine ? 
Mrs. Dor^ Tho friend of both. 
Dor. A hypoaite !— But let him tremble ! 
Mn Dor. Why thefe unjuft fuffacioBS ? has he of- 
fcndied you by reproach ? Has be wrongly acctifed 
you? Piudaa hi^nnlhilw. He may judge rafblf. 
but be is x i^ue friend- 



Enter Rummer. 

' Btni. YoDB Orrant, Mi. Darrille ! Your hcwour's 
humble fervant t Glad to fee you fafe at home 1 You 
arc fo hafty— — 7^ 

Dor. Sir 1-''' 

Rum. Your quarrel with Mr Frodenva! might have 
beea a^bddnefst Bur thank God aiid good friends t 
Thank the Baron, who generoufly procured your 
freedom. 

E Dor, 
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—Dor. The Baron r Indebted to the Barod fiur my 
freedom! ... 

Afrj Dor. Yes. 
' Dor. Pfhaw. 

, Rum. Why did not you know that ? Ah ! An you 
bad fcen' him laft night, when the news came that 
p>u wcie mytdctcd— And your good lady too I 
Gone ! As dead as David— For my part I ran, and— 
Didn't I? iToJdermde.) ■ 

ji^l. Tes i you were doubly diligent, though no 
doftor. . . 

Dor. You wifhed to turn my wife into the ftreet. 

Rum. I ! Oh dear no — I— ^nly aiked with all 
civility for my money — your honour. 

Dor. You are an impertinent unmannered down ! 

Rum. Who I ! — your honour. 

Dor. An infolent fellow ! But 111 teach you better 
behaviour — ... 

Rum. Don't— don't pray your honour be in a paf- 
fion, your honour; though you muft not fuppofe I 
ara afraid. Your lady might 6ill into fits agJn, or 
you (hould fee what I would fay, your honour. 

Dor. Say, Scoundrel ! 

Rum. Your honour ! 

Mrs. Dor. My dear Dorville ! 

Rum. Ay, dear, your honour; I befeecb ywjr 
honour! 

Enter a Footman. 

Poo}. Pray did not a gentleman arrive here hA 
lught ? 

R»m. (Recovering from his fright J Yes; do you ■ 
want him ? Who fcnt you ? 

Foot, 
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Foot. My mafter— Count Werling. 

Dor. (Afiie^ and alarmed) Count Werling I 

Mrs. Dor. My fether ! {,Afiie. 

Foot. The Count is below in his canine; befo 
good as to announce him to the gentleman. 

RuBt. Nohuny, friend, nohuny. 

(^Exfttttt Kvaraaer and Footmam oa of^j/ejdes. 

Mrs. Dor. Quick! Let us withdraw, my dear Dw- 
Tille, left my &ther (hould here rurpnfe his daugh- 
ter. 

sD«r. Lemons of demons are up in arms ^^d% 
VS ! [ExeuBt* 

Re-tnter KumaieTy objervmg tbetn. 

Rmki, Ah, ha! Mr. Dorville! You have juft been 
fiightening me ; your are now frightened yourfelf— 
Patience ! You ihall pay dearly for your airs ! If I 
do not make you take to your l^s, or take to a 
halter, my name is not Rummw — Oh that he had 
met his father-in-law the Count ! But he'll hide him> 
felf fafe enough now. 
' Foot, (ff^tbout) This way, your .Lordfliip. 

i2««. Zounds !— Coming, your lordfliip — Your 
honour ! I^^' bafiify. 
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Count Kalherg, 

1 BARE TIM attend you,-fetther; {-tntn&le%ft I 
Soiild "be difcovered. 

Count fVtr. PJhaw ! Fear nothing, Count ; have 
patience "but for (wo hours, and IMI te anPwerable for 
yourfiscurity. ■ 

Count £^. tHou'JMll th»ni:<yea> 
' Count 'War. i&amn your tbonlu-^J^Sive nw ijDur 
band — Ari'tl'j'our friend"? 

Count Ko/. The bcft of friend, though I Jong 
ihoughtyou myencmf. 

Count H^er, A. trick— I abufsd you that 1 might' 
fcrveyoothe more cffeftually. - Courtiers tfiflemSle 
to <k> mrfc^ief, -and p^ay why fhealdiiioc-a. couitieF 
for once dt&inble to do good ? 

Count Kol. I feel your generous motives. 

Count iVer. But wh« ! What ! — Tis fome years 

fince you were forced to fly And! — Hey! No 

news ? No intelligence of your fon ? No clue ? No 
letters? . ■ ? : 

Count Kol. None. He was on his travels when I 
was fo unexpededly difgraoed. I was obliged to 
abfcond, and knew not where he was, nor did I know 
where I myfelf could find fafety, therefore could not 
inform l)im of the place pf my retreat. 

Count 
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Count A^^, M')eil,;weU,doSft!ki'Xh{K.|lii)torbro"> 

^aio found xmk aiui. riofaes. jtae raw pooriathew 
^c«dy tfeat.ac;eower i{i^jrcd.jfex»-ryei!no-^Tnp-*r-I«r- 
I am a blockhea(l«^I.am oi^eif a,prQQf that Jieidi^ 
rank, riches, 4ior all the kindnefsfif tlicibndell fa- 
ther can -influeaCe an pngratefdl child ! ' 
' "Count 9foi/. My Lord!', 
' 'Coupt )(fiA (UCtthxhakricitenderjiffil'^vX 1 hasp 
done with.hccff*l iroBOunce her— Tis-wlfe-Js^Sif jc- 
souBccd nic-TTP- ... 

Count £>?/. Yoiff^^MghtflT? 

Count H^er. No daugtuer of mine. 

£Q«nt£it^ Your <Ilanflt l-r-Svorely Iher aScftioa 
was unparalleled. 

Count IFer. {fHth anger and tenitrnefi fiill firug- 
g^^y It w«a.!— Jit mu ! Xx- was ].«rXhe,rw«etcft, tenv 
docw*^he'^ a v^per— r^Siijch Ibftn^ in .her voice, 
('wJiaffc^oninherl<»Qk>--TA43a£iiik!-— NoroattCT 
Its all ovea* !--*i haveJoft a .child, and (he haslcAa 
fether— ^^i^« his eyts aiUJtrurzies with -his Jetliifgs) 
Oh no, I'm quite rtflened— Sie never cntcrt my 
thcfi^ht?. At pFdent rmake.it a i^ilc every day of 
my ms'to deceixnine never -co hear or ipeak or think 
oF'her'Hiore. 

Count Kol. Tou am?^ me ! 

Count JVer* Sie hsu wruiw; my hcsut — ^Foryears 
fbe ha&kept me in hope, fufpence, .andiaoguilh. 

Count Kol. But how, my Lord ? 

■Count~^0'. E^opedrwm-Hwith a rtUain wt(0(n -X ia 
pity recaved into my houfe. 

.pouDt,;£p/- Sloped iprycar;, ^ ^fver reti,u?wd 
to impl<ve forgiveneG ? 

.QcK^nilfftr. Never, aey^. Her nnn.d-j>vv«ted, 
her a^gt^ ifftrapged'^ 

Count 
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Count Kot. And tare they ndt written T 

Count fFir. Yes ; her paramour — ^hcr hulfaand^ 
has wiitten letters that would make you Ihudder to 
rcad-^— An infolent traitor — black at the heart--^— Bui 
the moment of vengeance is come ! 

Count Koh Have you made any difcovery ? 

Count Ifer, Lafl lughc I obtained information that 
he and his— ^ife, have, been for feveral weeks con- 
cealed in this city. I inftantly procorcd an order 
from my fovercign—— 'Hcftiall fuffcr for his trea- 
chery — But I muft forget the reptile — r niuft be 
gone, your fafety muft not be trifled with. "- ' ■ 



Efiier the Baron, 'vobo Jiartt at fitMg Count 
Werling. 

Ah, my good nephew, are ■ you hert-^^omc for- 
ward, man, come forward— —I have the honour, 
Cdnnt, to prefent Baron'Thorck ta you, my kinf-" 
man, my fnend, and my adopted fon and heir. 

Bar, (Injinttating) My dear Lord, and generous, 
noble kinfinan ! 

Count XoZ. I fijould congratulate you,, Sir, with, 
more fatis&dion, were not your happineifs founded, 
CD the mifery of the daughter of my friend. 

Bar. That is, indeed, a bitter thought— fAV-iwy 
Ah ! With what pleafure would I facrifice my life to 
rellore an only cmldto thebofom of my benefador! ' 

But— alas! ■ ■ 

- Count fVer. Well, but what bufincfs have you" 
here, my good nephew ? ■ 

' Bar. I, I, I am come to inquire after a friend 
who, I am told, lodges in this hotel 

Count -^ir. Well, well, but, hey ? You have. 
given orders to fecure the nllaia, the leducer of— 

Bar. 
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jRar. Of your daughter ! — -I have, my Lord. 
Within an hour — . , , 

Count fVer. Thank , you, nephew, thank you — 
A dungeon and bread and water be his doom ! (Looks 
at his wauh)- The King by this time is at his levee. 
Set your heart at cafe, my friend — I will be with you 
again prefently. {^Exemt. 

[Count Kolberg Yiturns to his' chamber ; the 
Baron obfequioujly attends Coartt Wetling.] 

Enter Adelaide lookit$g round with amUty* 

AM. They are gone— How have we been terri- 
fied! Who can ■ this ftranger be? Count Wcrling 
feems to have much friendthipi for the Baron. ■ I be- 
giii to have fome doubts : I thou^t I heard a word 
which has raifed very Grange fufpicions. 

Re-enter Baron. 

Bar. Well, Adelaide! I fuppoTe you have all 
been alarmed. 

^ilel. We have indeed. 

£ar. I was much afraid led Mr. or Mis. DorviUe 
fhould have made their appearance j all would then 
have been over. 

jidet. Oh, they took good care. 
■ Bar. I muft immediately provide them with other 
lodgings. {fTtth a/neer of felf-re/ervej 

Mel Pray do ; we are not fafe here. What faid 
the Count ? 

Bar. He always appears to think of his daughter 
with lendcrnefs ; but I tremble for her hufband ! 

Adel. 14/idg'] Humph ! (Aloud) For that matter, I 
fcarccly know what he does not defervc. You can- 
intfC imagine how he treats iny poor miftfefs ! 

Bar. 
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Stf. Axe fott feifcns ? 

v^/. He is now become jeilous. 

Sar, Henr ! Jealous ! Of whom ?^ 
' JditL That's' a. veiy ouunl queflibn firOm you, to 
tcCure! 

^. HemtHovfo? 

MeL Let me advifc y«u to- b« dtutious. 

Bcr. Met 

jfJtl. You ! But do not betray me. 

£tr. Yob fur^y forget whom yoo axe eaUeitig to ! 

^/. Indeed* to lay the truth, my maftcr feems 
to bare fome owle for his (ufpiclons. 
'. iar. You arc out of your Sea&il 
. jtdeL Nsy, but don't ba angry ! I may pcdapi be 
miftaken withiie^»£ltayou,butlzniweU perfuxded 
there are terrible battles, (Significantly) between love 
and virtue, in the J)ea« of my poor miftrefs ! 

Bar. (Sujpicious) Mrs. Addlai4e, you.are diCpded 
to btf metry today! 

^dfl. And you, eood Cr Baron, to diffemble. 
Why fo rcfcrved? Why fo fcrupuloBS? Do you 
think diat jKnreny^ a ^-dwr's hMxad,^ and the tyraimy 
oi a fo^Bcious, &ithkrs hafl)SDd, nuUte no impref- 
fion on a woman, confcious of her fufierinss and hcf 
worth > Do you thiok the tender heart of a female 
infenfible- to all the affidtxtus, ibothing atteotions of 
a kind and generous friettd P 

Bar, Do you fpeak firom your heart? 

[^ffjtb bis eyes fixed on her. 

Jdel. (Feigns ht^fiilmft at having faid too much} 
Why— 

Bar. (Tranfparted) Can it be poflSblet (Metaide 
d^cwers her emotions; the Saron fiiB>t&s aiidrrfimes 
his fermtr appsreM indifferemi) Ha, ha, ba! Ye», 
yes — as you &y— Ha, h»— '! My friend has csaGs: 

to 
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to be je^oas no donbt— but pray do me die hvcrat 
to tell me of whom ? 

Mel. (fTitb forced plea/axtry) It is very difficult 
to ^urfs, indeed I We are honoured with the vifits of 
two gchdemen, one is the very amiable Mr. Rummer, 
the other is {cttftejytng) Baron Thorck — Can you 
conjcfture now ? 

Bar. (Oravefy) Really, Mft. Adchide, you Ate in 
the clouds! Wholly above my cmnprehenfiion! lam, 
k is true, the friend of youf imfbefs, and- ihdl 
remain the friend of your rtiafter, whi^ I bdieve 
-lunv to be worthy my £riendftiip. Go; be kind 
enough to tell him I am here, and that X wiEh fo 
{peak with bka, . . 

Met. Yes, Sir. 

[_Exit. witijkjpicion on her covnteHanef. 

Bat. Artful, treacherous huifey ! I doubt I half 
betrayed myfelf. Yet what if I were miftaken ! What 
if Iho were lincere!— No matter: I will -hazard 
nothing. My hopes muft foon be accmnpliftied. 
Orders are given: Dorville will immediately be 
feized and imprifoncd — (RefleBs) Or, what if I were 
to (hew him the mand^e, and induce him to fly ? — 
"fhen another foiled letter! — Excellent!— Prudence 
and Difpatch !— 

Enter Dorville. 

Dor. Well, Sr, what are your conuriands vnth me } 
Bar. Not fo warm, Mr. Dorville ! It is my wilh 

that we ftiould continue fHends. 
Dor. Of that I doubt. 
Bar. 1 fee you do ! Weak man ! Who dare not 

iiften to the voice of trutlu 
Dor. Of perfidy! Of infult! But beware I 
Bar. Sir ! — yet — ^I am calm— Speak— I will hear ' 
F aU 
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-all. you can utter, and mjr friendfliip ' Ihall reinaia 
uofhaken. 

Dor. I rejed and defpife fuch friendfhip. - 

Bar. Then I will aid you in your ovm deipite. 

Dor. Me ! Or my wife ? 

Bar. Nay, this is infupportablc ! 

Dor. You are not acquainted then with Frodcnval ? 

Bar. A— ha — hem ! Frodenval ? Ye — n — yes, 
yes — I am acquainted with him — I — I know him to 
be a cowardly but a dangerous enemy ; a vUe retaJler 
c^ fcandal, who has told me a thomand black ^Ife- 
hoods of you. 

Dor. And me as many truths of you ! 

Bar. Muft it be among your misfortunes conti- 
nually to have your ear open to your enemies, and 
fhut to your friends ? But revenge is'In my power; 
the fweetcft of revenge ; that tn faving my friend, 
and making him blufti at his own credulity. Farewell 

Dor. Stay, Sir; juftify yourfelf! 

Bar. This is too much ! 

Dor. Anfwer me ! 

Bar. What mull I anfwer ? What is my crime ? 

Dor. Frodenval vifited me diis morning in the 
prifon, and confeffed he had wronged, had deceived 
me ; but fwore the plot was yours, that you had 
vowed my deftruftion, becaufc you were in love 
■ with my wife ! — We were interrupted, and he left me 
to folicit my rcleafe. 

Bar. He ! Implacable demon ! Not only would he 
plunge you in all the wretchednefs of poverty, but 
.would deftroy your fweet peace of mind, and rob 
you of my friendihip, your kft and only lupport! 
Moniler ! Who can fay ? Is he not himfelf in love 
with your wife > My defence, however, is ready — ^It 
' was I who obtained your freedom. 

Dor, 
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2)or. You! 

Sar. Enquire ; the truth may inftantly be known 
y—l in pcribn — By your jealoufy I own I am humbled. 
Am I ! Am I capable oF fuch ignominious mcannefs? 
The wife of my friend ! Yet am I ftiil more afto- 
niftied at your want of thought ! Recoiled youtfelf, 
Dorville ! Did I feek, how eafily could I effeft your 
deftru(5tion ! A word to the Count, one word only, 
informing him that you are here, and you were loft ! 
Separated for ever from your wife ! For ever inclofed 
in a dungeon ! 

I>or. True, true, true ! It is indeed too true ! I 
blufh ! I hate myfelf ! Foi^ive me ! 

Bar. There fpoke my friend. 
" Dor. That villainous Frodenval ! 

Bar. Forget him — Come with me ; I have fomc- 
thing to fay — In this houfe we may be overheard — 
A thing of the laft importance to communicate ! 
■ Dor, To injure thus the heft of friends ! 

Bar. Mention it not — A true friend will pardon 
his friend's failings. Time is precious ; let us begone — 

JEw/^r Rummer. 

Bar. Mr. Rummer, I am by no means fatisfied 
with your behaviour to my friend. Be more refped- 
ful, I advife you; Have no fears for your money. 1 
am anfwerable for all. 

Dor. Be kind enough to wait a moment j I will be 
back immediately. 

[£*/> Dorville into bis awn apartment. 
, Rum. Well, Sir ! 
Bar. Dorville will immediately be difpofed of. 
Rum. Why not have left him where he was ex- 
ceedingly wel! difpofed of ? 

F 2 Bar. 
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Bar. Oh! Had I not releafed hitn,'ali"had t«ea 
piined ! I had my fe^ pf that trucor l^rodenvol. 

Rum. Haa he blabbed } 

Sar. Yes : buc I have a&eA my part lb wdl tfiat 
DorviUe has been ready to kneel and beg my pardon! 
He is fo credulous there is no merit, and but litllfl 
pleafure, in deceiving him. — •(Rating his voice,)— -I 
tell you once again, Mr. Rummer, you have nothing 
to rear. I am refponfiblc— *— 

Rs-enter DorvUle with hhjwerj. 

Let us be gone. 

Dor. I am ready. 

Bar. Pray, Mr. Landlord, don't forget what I 
have faid. Mind the— the IdTon I have given you. 

Rum. Depend upon me-^-your honour.. I'll mind 
my leffon. 

Bar. Now, Dorville, you ihall find what a friend 
I am. — (Glaticing at Rummer.) 

l^Exeust the Baron and Dorville. 

Rum. Good journey to — your honour ! — With I 
could fee this Adelaide. — Twould be a prime match! 
— (CatlSj in an under voice.) — lAdelaidcl Mifs Add 
laide! 

Enfer Adelaide, from DorvilleV apartment 

Adel, Vour commands, gentle & > 

Rum. Don't fpeak fo miffifli — I am a gentle Sir— < 
I've brought you the money. — ^Hold out your pretty 
taper fingers. — My bill, you know, is diirty pminds, 
fevenceen QiillingE, and fix pence. 

Ad{U And fix pence. 

Rum. And fix pencfr—And here is your change. 
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' JtUl. (ReckoMHg.) Very rigjit.^ — (Going.) ' 

Rim. Nay, Mifs, but a few words with you. 

Mel. The fewer the bettor. 

Rum. Look you nQW ! I -*■ I have a propo^ to 
qiakc. 

Mel. Let it be a fliort one. 

Rum. He, he, he ! You — ^you — you are a nciy 
pretty girl. 

Mel. Tell me fome news. 

Rum. Do you read nothing in my eyes ? 

Jdel. Humph ! — Why they begin to twiokie. 

Rum. He, be, he !-*-Ah ! tlie fwea linJe \mffey ! 

What would you think now, if Hera's a foft 

hand ! —What would you think — You know I atu 
A widower.— 

Ml. And fo ! 

Rum. What would you—This houfe belongs to 
me; ftock and trade; both good; cellars and iUbles 
full ; my charat5ter known. 

Mel. Yes. Well ! 

Rum. A civil landlord— He, he, he ! — ooly want 
a handfome landlady — Hay ! What do you thmk?^ 
Humph ? What do you think ? — Hay ? 

MeL Think? 

Rum, Humph ? Hay ? Yes ; tlunk. 

Mel. I think you are a very — pieafant — polite — 

Rum. An't I? Humph? — ^ould not I be an 
agreeable companion for life ? 

44el. Oh clracming !— So you are in love with me f 

Rum. Head and ears !— But tell me, tell me now»- 
I know you are rich.— How much ? Humpb? Hay ? 
*— How many hundreds ? 

Mei- Hundreds ? Pftiaw ! 

Rum. 
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Ram. What then, thdu&nds ? Don't, don't diiok 
though that I — I — I am in love with your money.— 
Oh no I I've too great a foul ! No ! "Tis your eyes ! 
Your nofe ! Your lips ! Your chin ! Yotir — 
^ jfJei. My hands ! My arms ! My feet ! — 

Rum. Yes ! Bopeep T Oh the little ! In and out ! 
Yes, I love you all together. 

Adel. Certainly. But before I can anfwer, you 
muft ^vc me a proof of this violent love. 

Rttm. A proof? 

MeL You muft anfwer me a few queftions, widi- 
out lying. 

Rum. Oh lord ! Lying ! Fie ! I never He. 

Mel. Not even when you fpoke laft — Look me in 
rfie face — Keep your countenance. — ^What is thefub- 
je£t of the fecret and frequent converfations with the 
Baron? 

Rum. The — the— the Baron ' 

^Jel. t-ook me in the face. 

Rum. Baron Thorck ? 

Mel. ■ Look me in the face, I tell you ! Yes, Barca 
Thorcfc ! 

Rum. Oh, we, we talk.— 

Mel. You talk ? 

Rum. Yes, yes; we, we talk. 

^del. Look at me, I tell you ! — On what ? 

Ram. On all — all— all forts of things; burials, and 
chriAenings, and religion, and politics, and — the 
pice of bread. — Lord! We are old acquaintance ! — 
We have always fomething to fay — Why I, I was a 
kind of tutor in his father's family. ' 

Mel. A tutor ! Ha, ha, ha ! A tutor > 

Rum. Yes, a tutor — of ihe horfes— Head groom- 
Tutors of horfes and tutors of affes: why it's die fame. 

JJtl. 
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A3il, Ha, ha, ha ! But, Mr. Rummer — Look ac 
me— What did that lign which j'ou made the Baron, 
behind my miftrefs's back, mean ? Was that abouc 
religion, and politics, and the price of bread ? 

Rvm. A fign ! A fign ! I, I don't remember. 

Jdel. CMi, but — Look this way — I infill upon it — 
You muft remember — What did that fign mean ? 

Rum. Mean ? Why why why the the the mean- 
ing's clear enough. A a a fign meant — a fign. 

AdeL Good-bye, Mr. Rummer. 

Rum. Nay, but why in fuch hafte ? 

Adel. Let me go ! 

Rum.. Patience a moment. I have fomething very 
ferious to fay. 

AdeL Cannot. 

Rum. Nay now, my pretty dear \ 

AdeL Cannot. 

Rum. My lamb of barley fugar ' 

Adel. I'm deaf. 

Rum. My angel, my treafure, my Nantz brainy ! 

Adel. I'm dumb. 

Rum. Nay but Hay, flay — Hay and I will tell you 
all. 

Adel.- Ah ! Then indeed ! — But mind — all— every 
thing you know. 

Rum. Muft I tell every thing ? 

Adel. Every individual thing. 

Rum. Zounds ! She has got me ! Well then, 

liften. — (Duml'Jhew.J 

Enter William. 

ff^lt. (Afide.) That confounded old fellow purfues 
a preuy girl as the hawk does the dove. — (Suddinly 

puts 
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fMts his head betwMM AdeUidtf Mi Runiln«r.)-« 
Hero! ' 

Rum. Hem again. 

fVfll. You are agreeably entertained here f 

Rum. What's that to you? — Is your matter ready? 
How long muft the coach wait ? It has been at the 
door this hour. 

mu. That's diftreffing. But my mafer don't 
vant the coach. 

Rum. No ? 

fViU. No ; my maftcr is not going oot. 

Rum. Then he may llay at home. — (To Adelaide.) 
.— ni fay more to you t^e and bye. — (Gmg.) — 
Egad he came juft in the nick, for all that ! Sbe had 
me &ft ! im. 

ffilL Really now, my handftsne neighbour, I 
think you ought to prefer a young man, tike me, to 
that half-tamed bear, that barrel ra foul vapours. 

Mel. You, I have no doubt. Sir, think fb, for you 
think well of yourfelf ; but I ftiould have been very 
glad if you had been lefs intruding. 

fnil. Why furt ! 

Aiifl. Very true— -But, now you are here, pnj tell 
me what bufinefs had Count Werfing this mornii^ 
with your mafier ? 

H^tll. Don't know. 

Adel. Are they relations ? 

mil. Can't tell. 

Mel. You can't? 

mil. No. 

Mel. You are a very intelligent youth, and fo 
your fervant. [Exit. 

Will Nay, but ftay, ftay — gone ! —She always 
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wants to know more than I know myfelf. — Who 
comes here ? Why ! Can it be ? It is !^ 

Enler Henry. 

Henry ! 

Hen. (Stops Jhort, looks, then runs into his arms.) 
Why William ! My dear William ! Is it thee ? 

fpllL Me my own felf, my dear Henry ! And art 
thou ftill alive and merry ? 

Hen. Alive, but not merry. 

ff^U. Why indeed thou lookeft as if thou livedft 
always in lent ! as thin As flit ftockfifti ! 

Hen. Thin enough! So goes the world ! Feaft to- 
day, faft to-morrow ! But what lucky chance led thee 
into this houfe ? Who doft thou live with now ? 

mil. Hufli! Muftn't tell— Firil let me know what 
is become of the young gentleman, who eight years 
ago fet out on his travels ? 

Hen. (Half whimpering.) Ah! my dear William ! 

mil. (Alarmed.) Is he dead ? 

Hen. No, no — not dead, but very unfortunate- 
Look thee William, I'll venture to tell thee — he is 
poor and miferable ! 

mdl. But where ? Where is he ? Where is he ? 

Hen. Why doft thou a/k ? His fether is dead. Did 
he leave him any thing ? 

mil. Where is he ? 

Hen. He lives here. 

mai. Here ! What in this houfe ? 

Hen. Yes. I am ftill in his fervice— Ah! Didft 
thou know all we have fuffered ! 

mil. Leap, jump, caper, dance, go mad ! Your 
fufferings are all over. 

G Hen. 
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Hen. Are there legacies ? 

WtU. Talk not of legacies ; his &ther is alive. 

Hen. Alive! 

IVtU. Every inch of him ! Tis trae we fprcad i 
report of our death, that we might be allowed to live. 
We were in danger of wanting heads to put our 
nightcaps on ; but, praife be to the powen that be, 
our enemies are overthrown ! We Ihafl foon Ihincout 
in all our glory ! We have plenty of money, and 
we every moment exped; to be called to court. 

, Hen. I fljall (ink! — {Half crying, half laugbm.}— 
My poor mailer is a happy man ! I muft tell him 
initantly. 

if^ill. The fooner the better ! — (Runs to bis mejer's 
door.) My lord ! My lord ! 

Hen. 'My lady ! My lady ! 

IRms to Mrs. Dorville'f ^w. 

fTtU. My lord ! My lord the Count ! This way ! 
Here ! Here ! Here ! 

Hen. Madam ! My lady ! Adelaide ! 

Enter Count Kolberg. 

Count Kol. y(ha.t means all this nolfe ? Why da 
you call ? 

I^tll. I am a happy man ! I mean your lordftiip i* 
a happy man ! He's found ! He's found ! News ! 
News ! Delightful news ! 

Count Kol. Are you fi-antJc ? Who ? 

fplll. My young mafter ! Your fon ! 

Count Kol. My fon ! 

Hen. Yes, my lord ! 

Count Kol. Henry! Is it thee? Where ! Where is 
my fon ? Shew me ! 

Hen. 



■)\r„Goo<i\c 



A comedV: -y 

HtH. He's DOC » home: but my lady \sr-(CaWng 
and running about.) — Madam ! My lady ! Adelaide ! 
Count Kol. Married too \ 
Hen. Oh, yes. Sir— Adelaide t Adelaide ! 

Enter Adelaide. 

Adel. Arc you out of your wits, Henry ? — (Afiie.) 
— ■ Don't you know this gentleman is the friend of 
Count Wcrling ? Silence ! 

Hen. I don't care feu- that ! I won't be filent ! We 
are happy ! .Tell my lady the gendeman is here ! 
The Count is here ! Quick ! My maftei^s f^er ! 
He's alive ! He's found 1 

MeU His father ! 

CoiDit Kol. Quick, fliow me to the lady ! To my ' 
daughter ; and do ihou, Henry, run to feek thy maf- 
ter — But let it not be known that I am here ; it is a 
fecret of danger. \l^eunt. 



EKD OF THE THIRD ACT. 



Gz 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE, ne Hotel. 

Enter Adelaide, running. out of DorvilleV apwi- 
ment towards that of Count Kolberg. 

Adelaide. 

W ILLIAM ! William — Oar joys are infuppor- 
table! — William! — Where can he be?— Oh could 
my mafter be found ! — William ! 

IVill. (fVithout.) I'm coming ! I'm coming! 
- Adel. Make haAe ! 

Enter William. 

Will. Here 1 am. This is a joyful day ! 

Adel. Oh yes ! Go, go, go ; your mafter wants 
you. 

fVill. Is he with your miflrefs ftiU ? 

Adel. To be fure ! Where (hould he be ? Quick, 
quick ! He is waiting for you ! {Exit Wilfi»n- 

Enter Rummer. 

Rum, Ah ! Here you are ! Where are you going? 

Why how you fmiie, and fmirk, and 

AdeL Oh ! I'm fo happy, Mr. Rummer ! We're 
" all fo happy ! 

Km- 
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Rum. But how, how ? Wjjat, what ? Humph ? 
Hay? 

Jdel. The gentleman ! The ftranger ! My Mif- 
trefs ! Myfelf ! AH ! Every Ibul ! Vou (hall know 
all bye and bye — I can't (lay at prefent — I was only 

coming to tell you the — the — the my mailer's — 

that is — the ftrange gentleman dines with us ! 

Rum. Whoo! Mailer! Mifirefs ! Self! Strange 
gentleman ! Every foul ! Why I believe you are 
every foul mad ! William too ! Juft the fame ! Why 
what's it about ? What does it mean ? 

Mel. Go, go, go ! Difpatch ! Get dinner ! You 
■fliall know all in good time ! (^Exit running hack. 

Rum. Strange gentleman dines! Zounds! — One 
laughing, another crying, a third Skipping, a fourth 
running ! Very odd ! 

Enter William, running, 

Whee hoo ! Here's another flying pofl: ! Why hark 
you ! Hark you t Mr. William! Why in fuch hafte? 

mil. }oy\ Joy! Joy! 

Rum. Well but, (blood! What about, what about? 

H^tll. Oh ! I've no time to (land prating. 

Rum. (Holding him.) But where are you running 
to? 

mil. To Count Werling's. 

Rum. (Alarmed.) Count Werling ! Why, why — 
Count Werling ! Hay ? Humph ? Hay ? 

Will. Yes, yes, yes ! I tell you yes ! 

Rum. Well, well, but— -Humph? Hay? Why, 
what were you doing in Mr. Dorvillc's apartment ! 
Hay? 

mm. Wiuting on my maft^r, to be fure. 

Rum. 
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Rum. MaOer ! What there ? 

^tll. Why Yes! Yes! Ye?! I tell you once more 
yes I Zounds ! Lee me go ! 

[Throws Rummer off and runs out. 

Rttm. Bedlam's broke loofe ! — The ftrange gen- 
tleman with DorviUe ! Dines there ! — Sending for 
Count Werling ! Humph ! Hay ! Zounds ! There's 
ibmething in the wind ! If DorviUe, and the lljan- 
ser, and the Count, and his daughter, are alt 
fiiendsj I and the Baron may— Humph ! Hey ? 

Enter the Baron. 

Bar. What, in a reverie, Mr. Rummer ? 

Rum. Oh ! Baron — Strange things going forward 

Bar. How? Where? What? 

Rum. Can't tell \ I'm in a maze ! For this half 
hour there has been fuch whifpering, and running, 
and buftJing, and bawling, and fquawling, and 
laughing, and enquiiing, and kifling, and crying ! 
Can't get a word fnxn any foul ! Lo(^s confounded 
ful^icious ! 

Bar. Oh, there is nothing to fear. 

Rum. You think fo, perhaps, becaufe you have 
again thrown poor Mr. DorviUe into prifon. 

Bar. Oh no ; DorviUe is at liberty. I changed 
niy opinion ; he is better at a diflancc ; and that I 
miglit induce him to fly with all fpeed, and at the 
iame time convince him oi'xht ftncerity of my friend- 
fhip, I informed him that the Count knew he was in 
the city, fhewed him the fecret mandate that had 
been entrufted to me for his imprifonment, and con- 
vinced him that either danger and deftruftion or 
fiight were inevitable. Ha, ha, ha ! I promifed to 
take his wife under my protedtion ! And the buzzard 
thanked me ! With tears in his eyes he thanked me \ 

Ifaid 
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I faid I would fend her after him to Drefden, and 
fupplied him with money for his flight ; and thus 
have I for ever rid myfelf of a wretched riv^ ! 
Here ! — Here is a letter which will compleat the bu- 
linefs ! Will make his wife detefl: him ! She will then 
liften to me ; her father will apply to the King, her 
marriage will be annulled, and I, her happy huf- 
band, fhall be the heir of the rich and potent Count 
Werling ! 

Rum. Why— If— 

Bar. If! Pftiaw ! Here, take this letter, and de- 
liver it to Mrs. Dorville. 

Rum. I ! Think what you are doing. 

Bar. Humph ! True ; it would be aflted who 
gave it you. I mud employ an unknown meflenger. 
But do you in the mean time watch what is going 
forward, and obferve the effcfts produced by the 
letter. I'll be back witliin an hour. [£nV. 

Rum. Well, but, Sir ! Baron ! — He's gone, and 
I am juft as wife as I was. An impoftor is a dange- 
rous kind of a trade — Affairs begin to look gloomy 
— I have my fears — To be fure, he has proniifed me 
a hundred ducats — ^But then ! Should I be difcover- 
ed ! 'Twere all over with me ! Spandau ! Chained 
to a wheelbarrow for life ! — Could I but find out 
who this ftranger is — (Looking towards Dorville'j 
apartment) Zounds ! Why can't a man fee and hear 
through doors and walls ? — fLiftening) They feem 
to talk loud. Humph! Hay,! Who knows? (Looks 
through the keyhole) There ! — He tenderly takes her 
hand! — She weeps! — (Turns his ear lo the keyhoW) 
Humph?— Hay?— How !— His fon ! — Did I hear 
right?— "Sblood! If Dorville Ihodd be his fon! 
(Likens) Ah, there's no hearing a viotAJke lays. 



Enter 
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Enter William. 

Jfili. How now ! Ufteners ! (^Slaps Rummer on 
theJhouUer) Servant, Mr. Earwig ! 
Rum. Servant, Mr. Skipjack ! 

Knfer Count Kolberg and Mn. Dorville. 

WiU, Count Wcrling will be here in a moment, 
Sir. 

Rum. The devil he will ! {Rum off. 

Mrs. Dor. My fether ! So foon. 

Count Kol. Calm your fears. Madam. Retire for 
a moment. Be not taken by furprife. 

Mrs. Dor. Dreadful trial ! ." 

[^Exeunt Mrs. Dorville and William. 

Enier Count Werling. 

Count fFer, Joy, my friend, joy ! It's done ! It's 
over ! You are fafe ! Read, read ! You are free ! 

Count Kol. (Having glanced over the paper) Cap 
it be ! — My wealth, my honour, all reftored ? 

Count ^er. All, all your own ! 

Count Kol. My hopes are furpafied — What, Sir, 
fhaU I fay ? 

■ Count ff''er. Say ? Zounds — Say — Say nothing ■ 

Have you heard any news of your fon ? 

Count Kol. I have. 

Count ^er. Well, but ? — What !— You look 
blank — Where is he ? 

Count Kol. In this city, and under the moft af- 
ffi£Hng circumftances. 

Count 
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Count ff^el. Poor youth ! Why did he not nuke 
himfelf known to me ? 

Count Kol. You 'were fuppofed to be my bitter 
foe. 

Count ff'er. True — I had forgotten. 

Count Kol. His misfgrtunes have been increafed 
by his marriage with a lovely young lady of an il- 
luftrious family, whofe fether is exce«lingly irritated 
by the match. 

Count ff^tr. Abfurd ! — An illuftrious ! — Why 
what ? — Is not yours an illuftrious family ? 

Count Kol. I am not yet acquainted with the mo- 
tives of the father's hatred ; I am only infonned that 
in his anger he would purfue them to deftrufliqn ; 
that-he has abjured his child, anddiat he has fiiffered 
hunger; indigence, and fliame, to overtake her. 

Count fVer. Oh mo&: abonrunable !— fA father !— 
Who! Who is he? 

Count ^Kij/. He is one -of iny bcft, my dc^gffe 
friends. 

Count fFer. Your — Why'you are mad I . 

Count Kol. One of the moft generous of men— 
(Cosfff Werling^arw) Nay, no man is more inti- 
mate with him, or tnore In his own confidence than 
you are. 

Count ff^er. (Raving) I in hJs confidence ! I !— I 
difclaim fuch a monftcr ! But who is he ? Who is 
he ? This intimate of mine, this moft generous of 
men, that abjures a ftarving child ! , 

Count Kol. TTis— yourfelf. 

Count ff^tr. i,After rtcoveringfrom his t^onifimtnt') 
Sir! 

Count Ki>l. Noble Count, once more cm you the 

bappinefs of me, of my £on, of all depends. Be 

H ■ yourfelfc 
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50urfclf, amfirm that happinefr, and pardon yottr 
daughter. ' 

Count mr. Never !— Pardon ?— NeVcr ! 

Count Knl. She is an angel. 

Count fFer. A viper ! 

Count Kel The fwecteft— 
" Count ff^er. Her natne is batefcl !— Tim* waS— A)r, 
once— flie was once the fweetcft, mildeft, tend— 5h< 
is a fcorpion ! So gentle, fo affedionatc — A bafililt ! 
--So obedient, w patieht-i-I — Yes, I worflripped 
her— A ferpent!— But whjrtilk of— why menuonf 
How are you, hoW is your foa ioteEcOed in her 
tnvtcbed ha} 

Ctmitt KoL She is— Us wiife. 

Count fTer. (Stands aiMze/.) Dorville— Dorvillfe 
your fon ! (^Enraged.'} 

Count Kol. He is. 

Count ff^er, (^Begins to traver/e thfftage in great m- 
iation, muttering epithets and anger which ee wljhtij 
but is unable to repte/s, andjiopping at intervals, dur- 
it^ which Count Kolbei^ takes anepporluntty toftead.) 
The fcoundrd— The jafcaJ— The villaii^-<A?J 
^bnpOf.'y-Y^M^ti^ 

Ckitmt Ktrl. My difgtace at Court dbKgwl him to 
change his name. You knew him not as my "fon, not 
hftviag fisaii him fince be was vety young \xkxt he 
went to colittge. 

- Count ff>r. A wretch ^— A repriJe* The dcftrojcr 
of my pcace,'!theihfticer bf myffiiagbter! Avilain! 

An info Your fon ! 

( Count %o1. When ytn am calm, I wiH fpcok. 

Count ^w.Calm! — A traitor! — But— layon— De- 
^feftd yoor— yow— your ftm, your foil, your fon, 
-^let oi heap— A vile — ^-J— 

CtniAt Kol. He is rather unfortunate than guilty- 
Count 

nigNj^tJi-vGoOglt' 



A C O M E D Y ii 

' Count ff^er. Ay, ay, the common plea of fools trnd , 

fcotind 

, Count Kol. He meant from you to have a&cd your 
daughter's hand, but he law her on ihe very e\c of 
being forced to marry another— —You he fuppofeti 
my irreconcileable foe ; dangers, defpair, and paiSion 
increafed; their love was mutual, ajvi they fled. 

Count fFer. The guilty dues of difobcdiencc and 
blaf^ ingratitude be [heir reward ! 

Count Kol. Wretdhednefs, deep diftrefs, and bitter 
repeiitancei have followed — Bat the daughter never 
for a moment ceafed to love and refped her fiuher. 

Count fTer. Ha, ha, ha! Refi)ea ! Love ! Ha, ha, 
lia ! — i^r — when you have read the letters — ^the info- 
lent letters — written to me by your fon — your — your 
amiable fon — you then Ihall judge between the faib«r 
and hk child. 

■Count Kol. Lttters— and infolent ! — Are you furc 
they arc his? 

Count ff^er. Of what ftiould T doubt ? Do I not 
know bis hand ? 

Count Kol. To him I leave his own juftification. If 

he have aAed unworthy of my fon and your daugh- 

.^, my coiuempt IballfoUow yours— —But for your 

unfortunate Clarifla — 

Count ^er. I renoiMice, I rejed, I defpifc her— 

Werclhc at my feet I would fpum 

Count Kol. What ! Your child ! Not hew, not jKty 
a repenting daughter 1 

Cotjntff^er. Myearsarclhut — Myheartis flint — My 
eyes' are rock — I doated on her ! Yes doated ! (Be- 
f^ns to weep.) — But its all over! AUover! All over! 

-' For evCT 

Count Kol. Can you refolve not to fee her } 

H 2 Count 
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: Count ^^r. Finnly — B«r what docs all this tend to? 
What does it mean ? 'Tis fcarccly an hour fincc yoU 
■knew not a word eitherof mydaug^teroryourown fon, 
and now you talk as if you had lived with them all 
your life. 

. Count Kol. I own 'tis fingular and fudden. In that 
chamber is a lady as unfortunate and as virtuous as 
your Clarifla. 

Count If^er. There ! In that chamber ? (Offering to 
go ; Count Kolberg d<tains him.) 
■ Count Kol. I requeft, I conjure you to hear, to in- 
terrogate this lady I 

Count ^^r. Here's fome trick ! A plot upon me! 
Take care what you arc doing ! Beware of me ! I'm a 

<iangerous m!Ui ! A damned dangerous A lion! 

■A tyger ! Beware ! , , 

Count Kol. I have promlfed for you. My word, 
your own peace' of mind, apd the caufe of truth, are 
pledged, that you Ihould hear, before, you finally 
condemn. 

Count IVeu Not a word — I'm deaf, detennined-r 

Count Kol. Are you indeed fo inflexible ? 

Count Pf^er. As adamant. 

Count Kol. Then, Sir— take back the benefits you 
have conferred. I would rather fupport poverty, im- 
■prifonmcnt, nay difgrace itfeif, with my children, 
than live loaded with riches and honours, and fee 
■ them defpifed and wretched outcafts. 

Count /^fr.WhyjWould you?— Damn it,that—th«'s 
great!— That's great ! — Won't forfake the diftreffcd ' 
He's a noble fellow himfdf, and won't believe his 
. fon can he fuch a rafcal — But po— no, no, no, no— 
He has not been difobcyed, he has not been injured 
and infulted like me. 

Count /Co/. Think again — ^Bejuft, 
■ - • '- - Count 
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Co'unt fVer. Zounds ! You're a ' a ftrange man- 
No faying will ferve. 

Count Kol. Hear the lady. 

CoxmiWer. What lady?— Beware! — Haybewarc— 
I tell you again I am a tyger — a tyger let loofe— 

Count Kol. You are — a father — I know your heart is 
at this moment alive to all the beft, the nobleft emo- 
tions — I will bring hef. ££«V. 

Count IVer. Count ! — My lord ! — How my heart 
beats — What lady ? What does be mean ! — ^Should 
my daughter dare to appear I'll trample on her — ^Tis 
five years and upwards fince I faw her — The day, 
the very day on which Ihe elopedj flie fell on her 
knees and conjured me never to curfe her — Aftonilh'ed 
as I was, ih? made me ^edge my honour never CO 
curfe her — And I've kept my word — I never havfr— 
No-i-I'vc never curfed her. 

Re-enter QoMni^oWier^ cwh/a^m^ Mrs. Dorville, 

Mrs. Dor. {Runs and falls at the feet of Count 
JVerling.') My father ! 

Count ff^er. (Struggling with bis pa0oHt.) What— 
What have you done. Sir. 

Mrs. Dor. My father ! 

Count ^i?r. Child!— Clarifla!— 

Mrs. Dor. Mr dear, dear father ! ■ 

Count /T/r. ClarifTa !— ClarifTa !— My only childT 
—Rife !— Rife !— I, I, I— forgive thee ? 

Mrs. Dor. Let me die at your feet ! 

Count ^fr. Rife child ! — Rife— I forgive thee — I 
forgive thee! — I caiinothelpit—Imufl; forgive thee^^ 
i will forget that thou haft infulted, haft defptfed thy 
- fether! 

Mn.Der. Infulted! Defpifedmy&ther! Oh! Do 
^ kill me, Sir 1 

Count 
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ComttWa. R.ecoTer44iyfalf— I>y thy tears— 1 for- 
-iTC thee— I love thee — In my foul ! love thee — Thow 
[oft not deferve fuch a fathcr-^I lor^ivc thee— (Tj 
C Kolberg.) - 1 did not know, n^y &iend, how fweet 
it is to foi^iTcl — Wgrt thou not ipy chUd, my 
Qarifla, I could almoft with all the ill I have heard of 
thee were tnie^ that I might have much> very mmcb 
tQnu^n. 

Cobnt KoL Ahy Sir ! Now, ^hile your heart is open 
to compolSoii, remember my fon ! 

Count Ffer. He has wronged -^— — 

Mifc Dor. He u my hufband ! 

CoaatWer. WcU.child ! WeU^CUriilk ! Farfliy 
Gdae tbcD-T-* 

'Mn.Dffr. Mykiod, mydear&dKrt 

Count Kol. My friend ! 

Count IFer. (Taking them (ach by the hand.) A 
child ! Anda friend ! Well, he fliaU be my fon !— Bat 
Co you. Count, henceforth will I look for his copdudi 

Enter a Servant tv'ttb a letter. y wiw Jtirnds mik 
tmbarraffed at feeing Cmutf Werling. 

How now - Who are you ? 

Ser. Sr, my Lord, I, l—(Goii^.) 

Count Wer. Stay! Whoareyou? Whatlaeterii.Shat? 

Ser. A, a, a letter, for that lady. 

Mrs. Dor. fcs me ! From whom ? 

Ser. F— F— F—From— Mr. ©orvillfc ■ 

Count KsL Deliver it I— f &rw«r .dt&vers4bt In- 
fer, •and niHs off.J-^tom .my fon I ' 

Count W!tr. RauJ it, ClariflA r- 1 fuf^ofe he in- 
forms thee ^ Do not be alarmed ! — that he is ia pri- 
Ibn. — Would -my 'Iciafiiiain the Saron were here, to 
•btain an order inllantly for hisrcfeate' HhcffiiP*^ 

am 

n,gNjP(JNG00»^lf 



A coMEpy. a 

BuOh Iktte CuTpefts «h;a fa^s happened — GhUd 1 — 
Cliu;i:& l-f-WKat !— What is dje matter ? 

Mrs. Dor. Oh ! Milerabld woman 1 - > 

ILets fait tbt Utttr. 

Cmint Kol. (AJarmeif takes af tht letter^) Hum— ^ 
iHH — [Heavens', — i^Readt aloiid.') ** Madam— WSsfejc- 
** tune inceffantly purfucs me. You have noc fuffi- 
•* cient ftrength and fortitude to fuppoit my SaSSw- 
" ings— Here therefore all ties between us end." 

Count IVer, How ! 

Count Kol, This from my fon ! (reads) " Be re- 
** conciled to your father. Let us forgtt each other" 
Villain ! 

Count ff^er. Go on. Sir ! 

Count Kol. (reads') " I here fign my confent tD 
*' our divorce, which, perhaps, you long have de- 
** fired, and which your father can inftantly, by 
*• Ihewing- this, procure from the King — Banyi 
*' Thorck is our common friend, and the laft favour 
" I have to a(k is, that you Ihould give him the hand 
** which I for ever renounce. From this time, ne- 
*' ver expert to fee me more." 

Count ffer. You hear how I have wronged him!— 
You hear! Tis his band! I know it well! 

Count Kol. Where is the man who brought this 
letter ? 

Count ^<rr. The fellow ftammered, and wasef^er 
to he gone. 

Mrs. Dor. Oh ! My father ! [Falling on his Jbtmldtr. 

Count JFer. My poor Clariffa ! 

Count £o/. My fon! Mine! Write thus? 

Count Wer. Well, well, — Complaints are no cures 
— Meffengers Ihall be every where difpatched, in 
pijrfuit, with the utmoft fpeed — He cannot efcape I— 
All Hull yet be well, my child ! 

Mrs. 



|S Tot GERMAN HOTEL; 

"Mn. Dor. (In thetoneofjixfdde/pair.) Yes! Yes! 
All ftaU be well ? {Burfiing.) Have I ! Have I 
dcferved this^ Donrille ! 

Count W'er. Recover thyfelf, Clarifla ? Retire to 
«lw chamber ! Fear not — ^Truft to the aftiVe affe^ion 
oUfather — (£*««/ A^j.DorvillcjWCbas/KoIberg.) 
■Perfidious wretch ! Seduce, elope with, and then 
sbaodoo my child ! [£«/. 
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SCENE continues. 

Rummer and Stephen. 
Rummer (entering) 

"Watch with all your eyes and ears! "the 
moment you fee the Baron, run and teH me !— But 
don't fay a word to him of what has pafled.— Do yob 
mind me. Sirrah? 

StefA. Yes. {Exit, 

Rum. I begin to be confoundedly frightened — ^Thie 
Count has taken all my horfes, and all bis ovm, and 
all he could get — Should Dorville be brought back, it's 
all over with me ! The receiver is as bad « the thief! 
iReJUas) What if I— Humph! Hay !— Gad ! That's 
the fafeft ! I'll tell all ! — What's the Baron to me? — 
BeGde he muft be found out — The hundred ducats, 
indeed ! — But, who knows ? Perhaps I may be better 
paid by t'other party! (Peeps into Count Kolberg'i 
■apartment) Nobody there— Humph! Hay!— I fop- 
pofe he is with his daughter-in-law {Calls in an 
under voice") My Lord ! — My good Lord ! — This 
ftranger feems lefs hally than the pallionate Count 
Werling — My Lord ! 

Enter Count Kolberg. 

Count. Kol. Your good pleafurc. Sir ? 
Smh. I— I — I have fome rare news, my Loid— 
I fi;: 
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Bu£ we mun: fpeak low, an your Lordthip pleafe^— 
your honour — Secrets ! 

Count. Kol. (lMterefiedfy)'Wha.% Secrets} Speak! 

Rum. To be fufe; my Lord-^I — I bave my fean— 
for a good landlord, as your honour knows, is in 
duty bound to keep his tongue within his teeth — and 



Enter Count Werling <?»</ Footman. 

Count. fTer. Joy ! Joy ! My friend ! He is reco- 
Tcred ! 

Count. Kol. Mv fon ? 

CounL Wer. Yes, Yes— we have him, fafe!— But 
where is my kinfman ? Where is the Baron ? 

Foot, I don't know. Sir. 
' Count. fVer. Go, feek him; tell him I lyant lura 
inflandy. 
, .Foot. Where mull I feek, nvy Lord ? 

Count fFer. Every where — thro' the whole city- 
Tell him I am waiting for him here." 

Foot. Yes, my Lord. 

Count. fFer. Did you give orders that Dorvillc 
was to be brought to this Hotel ? 

Foot. Yes, my Lord., 

Count, ff^er. And that no anfwer ftiould be given 
to any of his queftions ? 

Foot. Yes, my Lord. 

Count. fFer. And did you leave them far behind? 

Foot They will be here in about half an hour, my 
Lord I 

Count. IFer. How did he behave when you came 
up with him ? 

Foot. At firft he couragcoufly defended biaidU 

but 
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but, being overpowered by numbers, he delivered 
up his fword. 

Count- fTer. Go ; feek my kinfman. 

[£*(/ Footman. 

Count. Kol. This nian has a fecret, as he fays, 
to reveal. 

Count. Wer. Who ! You, Sir ? Well ! What is 
your fecret ! 

Rum. Tis a fecret, my Lord — ! A fecret — ! But 
then I (hall lofe a hundred — I, I mean to fay, two 
hundred ducats, by telling it — And your Lordfhip 
knows times are hard ! Very hard ! 

Count. Wer. Why fellow, yours is a dear fecret 
indeed ! 

■Rum. Oh my Lx)rd ! — Your honour — I can affure 
you, on the faith of an boneft man, you will think' 
It. cheap — And if your Lordfhip will but have the 
generofity — 

Count. Kol. Depend on my word. You {haU be 
no lofer. 

Rum, Oh Sir ! — But— If— If you— you fliouU 
happen to think I — I had been concerned in what to 
be mre is but a fort of a rogue's trick.— - » 

■ Count, ^er. Ah! Knave! „ ■ 
Count. Kol. Speak — You Ihall be pardoned. 
Rum. Oh ! Your noble honour I-^Tliat is, your 

Lordfhip, a — two hundred ducats, and my pardon ? 
Count. Wer. I am out of patience- 1 
Rum. Not fo loud, an your Lordfliip pleafes ! ' • 
Count. Wer. Spedk ! Damned Babbler ! 
Rum. Oh Lord "Your Loniftiip's -honour, not fo 

loud ! — Your Lordfliip knows, Mrs. Dorvillc has 

^ft: received a letter—* 

■ Count.rer. WeU! ■ . ■, 

I a Count. 
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Qot^. Kek Qgick I 

Rum. That— That letter was notwritBeaby Jtfc. 
Dorville. 

, Cewli. Kpk I knew 'twas impolfible ! 
R6tn. Oh DO \ 

Count. fTer. Where (Rummaging;) Where is it ?— i 
Oh! Hore^^ls not thi» Dorville 's hand > 

Rum. Humph ! Tis very like — But there are pc<^' 
who can wnte fo like other people 

Count, ir^/. I Wg,in la breathe !— Go oa 
■ £ua. I nuft in confidence infcMin you-^ymi 
honour — That Baron Thorck has, as a man sasf 
{vf, chat hippy gift- 
Count. Wer. My kinfman ! 

RuvK {Afide) i find I muA e'en tell all^His 
boDonr the Baroa flaowed K^. DorvUlc the Mandate 
for his impnihnment-n-^iuidfo— peduadedhim to %. 

Count, ff^er. But why ? To what end ! 
' Rum. Why, my Lord, your Lordfliip muft know, 
'tis now two months and a day, that Mr. and Mrs. 
DOrvdle have be«n \vt my houi(e-t-His honour die 
BoroEOt bnxjghc 'em here. 

Count. fTer. He ! 

Rum. And told me he was the fwom enemy rf 
the huflfamd.' . 

■; Coiwt. WTet. Told you ^ This fellow is & rafcal! 
[7« Count. Eolbog. 

Count. Kol. Heaor. . 

RAm. Aiid-prmnifid me % hund— two hiwdfcd 
Ducats, if t \|oul(t but heip higi in the plo^ 
, - CQ«m. ^^. Scwfldrel !■ t<)»t! You! 
...CcAi&t. Kd. Na;:, but^waa 

Rum. What your Lordftiippteafcs— your honour- 
But an you will plc^e to recollefl, his honoir die 
,- ; _; : Baroo 
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Baron was in love with the young lady, your daugh- 
ter, before Mr. Dorville carried her off, and was en- 
raged; but he concealed his hatred, and profeifcd 
hitnfelf rheip frieod. So he perfuaded Mr. Dtx-viUe 
CO addrefs all his letters tp him, wodcr cover; fo he 
copied, and imitated, and fenc your Lordlhip ^le 
ietters, infolcnt and— and— -— 

Count fVer. Can there be fiich a villain ! — (Sjitd- 
Jenty fearcbhig for the ktter and examimnv.) — ** Baron. 
'* Thorck is our common friend, and the, um, xim, 
** um, the hand which I Fenouace."— ^o-Does^ 
Baron ftitl love my daqgb^er ? 
• Rnm. My l^r4> h« loves your Lordfliip's tS(a)e, 
4Qd was aii^d i.t wa& aot quite fecure. 

Count fFer. Tis palpaWe ! The friend— H«w 4id 
tjiat pafi^e efcap e me ! — Their compion friend ? — 
The demon!— A<^ing with me as he did 1— Yet — 
IwiU examine — How, wretch, camcyou acquaiiKed 
with all this ? 

Rum. My Lord — the two hundred ducats! 

Count Kol. That the Baron fhould confide his fe- 
Crets to fuch it pcrlbn is indeed ftrange ! 

Count Wir. Nay, villains cannot ad without their 
accomptices. 

Rum. Lord ! Your honour, the Baron and I are 
wery old acquaintance. ' My Lord here knows I was 
his father's groom : I afterward lived with his honour, 
the Baron, and we have been very good friends ever 
fince. 

Count fVer. Rafcal '. — We'll talk ferther — If thou 
haft told me 3 fingle lie, I'll have thee hanged like 
a dog. 

Rum. Oh your noble Lordfhip--your honour! — ■ 
You fee I might have had two hundred ducats— But 
no! — I'm none fuch ! Hoaefty's the beft policy — 
That's nay (naiim. ■ . 

Enter. 
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Enter Stephen. 

Stepb. (To Rummer.) The Baron is below. 

Count fFer. Bid him come up. 

Count Kol. If you wifh him to avow the truth, 
you muft employ Aratagem. 

Count IVer. 1 know not how to diflcmble with 
fuch a villain. 

Count Kol. Tis ncceflary. 

Count ff^er. Well ! I'll try. 

Count Kol. I win firft inform Mrs. Dorville of the 
happy news, then fly to meet my fon. [^Extt. 

Rum. He's coming, your honour. 

Count tVer. I perceive your fears, rafcal — But be 

within call at your peril ! Do you hear ! — At your 

peril 

Rum. Yes, your honour. {^Retires. 

Enter Baron Thorck -r- He Jiarti at feeing the 
Count, who turns afide every time he hems, 
carefully to conceal the workings of pafjion. 

Count H^er. Hem - Well met, kinfman ! What 
brings you here fo often ? 

Bar. I — I — 1 come to vifit one of my friends, 
whq has lodged here for fome time. 

Count Wer_. Nay, nay, kinfman — Hem! Don't 

be fufpicious of me'. Be open, unreferved Do 

you know that Dorville is fled ? 

Bar. Can it be! Fled! 

Count IVer. Hem ! We have received a letter. 

Bar. {Afide.) We' -{Aloud.) Is he gone? 

Count 
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■ Couht Wer. Yes, yes j but we'll foon bring bim 

back Hem ! 

, Bar. (4tf<if.).Deftruaion! (^/oK^O-My Lord, 

if my advice might be heard— 

Count Wer. Ifjkinftnan? You know it always 
has been. 

. Bar. Then he (hould be fuflfered to fly ; left to his 
fate, which is indeed wretched enough. 

Count TiPfr. Well — But — my daughter-^ I have 
feen her, and muft own I pity her. 

Bar. Hem ! Ha— Has — your Lordftiip feen Mrs. 
Dorville ? {In great anxiety. 

Count Wer. Yes— But don't be alarmed at that— 
*Tis my determination, which the whole world cannot 

fliake, that your deferts Ihall be rewarded Hem ! 

Hem ! Hem ! ■ . 

Bar. {Deceived.') My kind, my noble kinfman ! 

Count Wer. Fortune is in your own power — I have 
pardoned my daughter, have examined her heart, 
and, if I'm not miftaken— (he has — certain views- 
certain thoughts, of you Hem ! - 

Bar. (with inward pleafure.') Of me! Oh my noble 
kinfman ! 

Count Wer, Yes. I too have my projects — But 
firfl: I would know your fenriments — Speak frankly — 
Do you feel any inclination for my girl ? 

Bar. I !— Oh !— That is {Checking htm/elf.) 

Count Wer. Yes, or no ? 

Bar. Why — indeed — my Lord — if flie were not 
married, 1 (hould efteem myfelf the happieft 

Count a^fr. That's enough Hem! That^s 

enough Dorville has, under his own hand, re- 
nounced her: a divorce may eafily be obtained; and 
you know, kinfman, I have always propofed you as 
my fucceffor— — Hem ! 

Bar 
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B*r. (In fujpencf) My Lwd ?— My wobfe tlnf- 
man! I — I — 

Count ff^er. Yoo are amaeed, I («e— And, to 
own the tnith, fo am I — I cannot conceive hew Dc*- 
tSIc, acknowledging you to. be fais .friend, (hduld 
tbas readily cede my daughter, and his wife. 

Bar. I— my kud-^I-^I think it ^eft iiicre^Ie, 
indeed ! 

CotHrt Wer. (Sfxwiiw the Utter.*) You fee here 
what he writes — Bitt — ^Humph ! — Kwlhun— <-t think 
ifacre is a kind ef— of finiilaji^, between this hand 
writing and yours-» 

Bar. (AJM.) Sdeath ! 

Count Jfir. Nay, to fay the truth* a tery fii^- 
hr, a Tory ftriking one ! 

Bar. To, to, to, mine ? — Let me fee ? — Hiimpb ! 
It » indeed very ftrange ! 

Count fVer. Exceedingly —Hem ! (Emphatk^y.) 
Between ourfelves, kinfman, I really Ihould not be 
forry, were you to own that you bad written diis let- 
ter yourfelf. — t^cth t 

Bar. I, my lord! 

Count ffer. I wi(h not to bear, of aGts of generofiry 
from fuch a wretch as the fuppofed author trf" tbis 
letter— 'Hem ! Bfe frank, confels it is yours. 

■Bar. My kind, my noble kinfman ! — 

Count ffer. Why this hefitation ? Why (his tri- 
fling ? Come, fpeak candidly — If you wrote it, ! have 
an OGCular proof of your friendfliip for my dau^ter. 

Bar. Oh, my noble kffifman !— (/^fi/f.) ShouM lie 
but fpeak as he t]miki*.—(Ex€eediHgfy agitaied mid un- 
■ det^rmi^d.') 

Count Wer. Have you written it, or have you not? 

Bar. (Jjide-) Whatlhalllfay? (Moud.)Uy\oii, 
I— I— My noble kinfman ;— ' 

Count 
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Count l^er. {Afide impatiently.') Oh damn his noble 
kihfman ! — Welt, well, fmce you'll not own it — I know 
how I have to afl. 

Bar. I hope my noble kinfman is not angry ? ' 

Count PTer. How can I be patient, and fee your 
fimplicity ? — Hem ! — I have a hundred times afked 
whether you have or have not written the letter, have 
as often told you I ftiould be glad to find you had, 
and yet you will neither fay yes nor no. 

Bar. (AJide.) He is ferious I He fpeaks as he 
means! — (j^/o»i/.) Forgive me, my noble kinO^ian, 
but, fince — you inlift upon it — (Pau/es.y 

Count ffer, I infift upon the truth — Have you ' 
written the letter ? 
Bar. If- 

Count l^er. (Impatiently) Once again, yes 
orno ! . . 

Bar. I muft open my whole heart to fo generous a , 
patron '—The — the — Yes — The letter is mine, 
CoantfVer. Hem! Hem' Hem!^ 
Bar. My motives 1 hope were excufable. 
Count Wer. (Jfide.) The rafcal ! {Alou^ Well, 
■well !• This confeffion gives me pleafure — Great, in- 
expreffible pleafure! — Yet— (Examines the letter.) — 
Humph!— I proteft I — 1 could almoft, fwear — that' 
this letter, and all thofe which I have received from 
Dorville, are — in the famehiud. 

Bar. (ilfide ; pefified.) I'm undone !. ■ ' 
Count Wer. But, what if they were ? 
Bar. (Xrembling.) My noblo*kinfman l—(J/ide.) 
I'm ruined ! 

Count PFer. It was your friendfliip for my daugh- ' 

ter. Ought I not to be pleafed with the motive? — 

You did but ufe artifice to prevent my child and my 

eftates from pafTmg into the power of a villain— Hem ! 

K Hem -' 
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Hem ! Twas like a kit^man !— Yes, yes ; either you 
have written all the letters, or have not written this. 

Bar. (Afide.) Tormenting perplexity? — To — to 
own the truth my— my right noble kinfpiaii — This — 
this letter — is — not mme. 

Count fFer. Scoundrel ! {Aloud.) I am forry to hear 
it — Then I find you do not love my daughter ! 

Bar. {Ardenlly.) Yes— N—N— no— But— That 
is — 

Count fFer. You ftifle and confound my hopes, 
kinfman— "Hem ! I own it was once my intention to 
have given you my daughter in preference to all 
men ; but I fee I'm deceived — Had all been as I 
thought, I Ihould moft gladly have chofen you for 
ray fon and heir— Km forry^ kinfman, but — 

Bar. (Afide.) I muft hefitate no longer — My 
Lord— , 

Count ^er. Compleat my joy — fpeak the tmth; 
for, fliould Dorville return, and return he muft, it 
cannot be concealed. 

Bar. (_AJde.) 'Tis true ! 

Count fVer. Well? 

Bar. {Atjtrjl hepating, but rifing to hope, and at 
l^ to rapture^ cerrejpon&nt to the rapidity and ardour 
of the anfwers of the Count) May I — May I be cer- 
tain? 

Count fVer. Of what ? 

Bar. That my right noble kinfman— really wifhes 
— I (hould have wnrten thefe letters ? 

Count ffer. Vehemently ! 

Bar. And that he will kindly conjedure— the true 
motives of my condud ? 

Count W^er. Don't fear ! — Don't fear ! 

Bar. That my extreme affeftion for— ^ 

Count 
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' Count fFer. (Inftantly) Yes!— Yes !— Your ex- 
treme aifeftion for — I'm convinced of it ! Upon niy 
honour {Striking his breafi with both hands) I am 
convinced of it! 

Sar. And I may boldly hope ? — 

Count fTer. AH ! Every thing ! I with you fo to 
do. 
. £at. Then 

Count fFer. Speak ! The letters arc your own ? 
■ Bar. They are! — All! — All mine, my generous 
noble kinftnan ; and I am now the happieft — — 

Count fFer. (Seizing his arm, and fixity his ey e 
Silence of terror') The moft abominable of villains ! 

Sar. My— My — My noble Lcm^ — and— kinf- 
man 

Count Wer. Wretch ! — Who's there? 

Enter Adelaide. 

Mel. Did you eatl, Sir ? 

Count IVer. My girl ! My child ! Where is my 
child ? 

Jdel. Here flie comes. Sir — She is totally reco- 
vered by the good news Ihe has heard. 

Enter Mrs. Dorville. 

' Mrs. Dor. Oh, Sir! 

Count fFer, (Exceedingly movtd) Clariffa !— My 
poor Clariffa ! 

Mrs. Dor. Are you at laft convinced of our inno- 
cence, Sir ? 

Count ^>r. My lamb!— My fuffering lamb! — 

Seeft thou, Clariffa, fceft thou that— that— 4hat— 

K 2 that 
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that fiend'— His own lips have confeffcd his vil- 

l^ny! 

. £ar. Perdition' 

Count H^er. Whips ' Stings ! Scorpions ? 

Bar. My noble kinfman — 

Count ^er. Off!. Bafilifltf Away to your friend, 
your worthy accomplice, Mr. Rummer — Begone, 
execrable hypocrite ' ^Exit Baron,. 

Enter Henry, followed by Count Kolberg, Dor- 
ville, William, and feveral fervanis of Count 
Welling. 

Hen. Here he is. Madam ! Here's my maftcr ! 

Mrs. Dor. (^Running to meet him) My 'Dorville! 
My hulband ! 

Dor. Clarifla! 

Hen. Oh they're a happy couple. 

Dor. (Turning, fees Count Wcrling) My Lord! 
IKneels. 

Count IVer. Rife, my fon. 

Dor. I have wronged you ! I ftole your daughter, 
difturbed your peace ! 

Count IFer. Rife ' Rife ! My daughter Is yours — 

Hen. They're a happy couple ' 

Dor. Oh, Clarifla! My Lord! My father' (Turn, 
ng to each.') My heart overflows ! 

Hen. They're a happy couple ! 

Mrs. Dor. And could you have forfaken me, Dor- 
ville!— Could you! 

Dor. Never! My flight was direfted toward 
Drefden ; to that city the perfidious Baron promifed 
10 fend you. 

Couoc 
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Cof KoL We have all fuffered ; 'tis time we 
now (^,i(j enjoy, 

Co^^^er. The faithfiil Ihall be rewarded. 

\ [^Looking to William and Henry. 

Mrs.l,r. Yes, my Adelaide ! ITaking her hand. 
_ Counte^tfr. And the guilty punifhed. 

CountTo/. Punifhed they are already— Villany is 
Its own fcurge ! — And remember, my Lord — "Tis 
your owilnaxim— The fweeteft of plwfures is to 
pardon. \ 

Hen. (^Athe curtain drops) They're a happy cou- 
P'^* [Extunt omnes. 



END Of the Fifth act. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spokeo by Mr. RYDER, and Mrs. MATTOCKS. 

Enter M'Camock arid an Ailrefs. 
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_5UT what wad ye have, Maidam? What can I do? 

1 have not a line an ye'd geve me Peru ! 

For Epilc^e-writing I have not the knack — 

j^t. I doubt, Sir, your Pegafus is but a hack. 

M'Car. Why, troth ! I've been fpurring in vain for 
this week. 
Ah ! Could I but write half as well as ye fpeak ! \_Bews. 
But no ! Not a theme can I find for the mufe ! 

Jet. Plhaw! Lord, Sir! Five hundred! You have but 
to choofe ! \^fVitb great voludllity. 

Theferious, the foletnn, the pleafant, the witty, 
^le£tion, ftockjobbing, court, country, or city; 
The Auflrians, the Spaniards, the Turks, or the RuSians, 
The manning of fleets, or tiiemarchihg of Pruffiiins; 
The rights of the people, the wrongs of the nation, 
Bfuflels, Botany Bay, or the French Federation. 

J^fCar. Ye've glanc'd at a topic, whech, wad ye purfue— 
Change Alley, 

Act. Lame docks ? Oh, I have them in view. . 
The uproar's begun ! Hark ! Inefiable din \ 

\Cbangi«g to the chant of the different Jpeakers. 
*' Five Eights, Long Annuities !" — ' Here ! " Who buys 
in?" 

* Bank Stock* — " Navy Bills" — ' Irifli Tickets at four!* 
" I'il do them at three" — ' Well, how many V — *^ Five 

fcore." 
Pale, panting, and breathlefs, lo ! here comes a bull ! 
Of lies ready coin'd, with his mouth brimming full ! 
«' Sugar Iflands !"— ' What f— « Taken !"— ' All ?'— 

" News came to day !" 

• Sure ?' — " Certain !" — ' Thank Heayen ! Rare tidings ! 

' Hurray? 
The hubbub incrtafes, poft hafte enter Bear ! 
His face is the picture of rage and defpair ! 
^Faft round him they flock !— " Hey ?"— < The Mefienger ? 
■• —"WeUf** 
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<*We're riiin!dt'— -"Howr"— .* Peace!"— «Peacc!FIaroes! 
■ " Fury! And Hell!"' J , 

M''Carni)ck-(Intiipii;riiknherafii}ig.) ' ■ • . 
Ah ! Maidain, jci ken them ! The reptiles ! "piey/d dance 
At the ruin of England, Hie-ila'very of France I . 
Or alJ that plague,.peil:ileiice, faimine prefent, 
So thty could but mske'lialf a (juarijef per'cfint ! 

V as, 'peace OQW tomes (milihg^tlie /idtiorfs to filels; 
The horrors and ruin^ of w^r to reprefs If .,' ' . 
By philanthropy taught toforget ahSfoi^Ivffi ''' " ' 
Like brothers mankinii'ftiaI4'c&n'tnnie!toiiivie."; ?' -'■ ■'■ ■- - 
The jealous precautions of tyiaiiay ceafe^ -■ ■ ■ 
And frewloHi, ani coili^ge, fi'ld virtfaelncfeife^ ' • 

While reaion-andfirmiiels oiiT ciinquett awar^ ; - - 

And' juAjcefccfirts ai rnDte^ prajf^ tj^^ttte fvArd ! ,-. ' . •' 
■ Wal, ye'i-e in the city,, an ^ wad bu^flaj ■ ' { n ' 

To the feaft and tliedance — '■ — ' ' '' ■*' -^ , ■ .], 

AHiefSf Oh! Ay.'! Lord Mayor's day! ;' 
"Where Deputy' Drippjng the dinner ailon^ 
And'dpens the hall to a liill band with hofeis! * ■ ■ 
His wife''frefb from Margate, fromraffiing and dipping, 
Applauds as he puffs—" There ! Well faid Peppy Dripping! 
""I wow to iny Cod-lie's as tight as a'fejjtiier . 
« How he arid Mifs MarroArfat hop oiViogeth^ ! * 

** Oy'ffinow.grown quite ff^eji,' elfejijii flwAiiWec* - 
" For all he's fo Ujjkm,. b'e's nothing-to'ine!' .,'. ■ . ., ." 
\ miriics '<x\\h agracei'-aH^Afwiiifc-aad a^iyT ._^ 
And! mokes xh.t'M^:cunJbte t&j^gs l^ade injljeilialt! .,,: ' ■* 
M'Camack. EraYaj.madain! (jutfc troth-! Y-e'/^i+Fhim- 
TicaleiV-" "■'■.'■■■"'""I"' ■' ""■''-'..'■ 
I 'thought ye bad Ijeen-M'rs. Rrippi%<!ierf^f. '[,''■ 
Ahj W.-vdye but fpea^ ^alFa word ipfliy fayoit, 
*rwouId-rave rac !'" ■,-.'' ".y, '. '" •■" 

■ Aiirefs, Jndeed'! Well^ji'll'tlo my, ^ideavotr. \ _ ' ,'-,' .^ 
' [M'Oarasck ge/ih-ula"^l't't witbeut Bi0ppery. ■ 
:0n WM-begOrteai^thor, in wpeifeegcne, ditty,. ./, ... ; > 
Look, ladies and gentlemen, look and' have pity ! . 
His.brain quite cxhaufted,' his pockets the- fame, ' ; . ^ ;■ 
Condemned to exffton the'lhin breath of.fame, ^.-,. ■ ; 
SKould you'fromcompafTion join hands in hiscauft4,,;. . ;. 
He may live for'ayear oiia lirll night sajyilaufe.. „ "91 
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